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TO HER ROYAL HIGHNESS 


PRINCESS or WALES. 


Map Au, 


'A Princeſs of the ſame royal blood to which you are 


ſo cloſely and ſo happily ally'il, preſumes to throw 


| herſelf at the feet of your Royal Highneſs for protection. 


The character of that excellent Lady, as it is delivered 


down to us in hiftory, is very near the ſame with the 
picture I have endeavoured to draw of her: And if, in 
the poetical colouring, I have aimed at heightening and 
improving ſome of the features, it was only to make her 


mote worthy of thoſe illuſtrious hands to which I * 


intended to preſent her. 


| 


| 


and all ſucceeding ages, who {hall bleſs your royal name, 


ES 2 2 ore 


As the Britiſh nation in general i is infinitely indebted to 
* your Royal Highneſs ; ſo every particular perſon amongſt 
us ought to contribute, according to their ſeveral capa- 
cities and abilities, towards the Rar PR that public 
obligation. 


We are your debtors, Madam, for the preference you 


gave us, in chuſing to wear the Britiſh rather than the 
Imperial Crown; for giving the beſt daughter to our 


King, and the beſt wife ro our Prince. It 1s to your 


Royal Highneſs we owe the ſecurity that ſhall be deliver'd 


down to our children's children, by a moſt hopeful and 


| beautiful, as well as a numerous royal iſſue. Theſe are 


the bonds of our civil duty: But your Royal Highneſs 
bas laid us under other yet more ſacred and engaging; I 
mean, thoſe of religioa. You are not only the brighteſt 
; ornament, but the patroneſs and defender of our holy 
faith. 


Ner is it Britain alone, but the world, but che REYES 
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for the greateſt example that can be given of a diſintereſt- 
ed piety and unſhaken conſtancy. 
This is what we may certainly reckon amongſt the be- 


nefits your Royal Highneſs has conferr'd upon us. Tho? 
at the ſame time, how partial ſoever we may be to 


ourſelves, we ought not to believe you declin'd the firſt 


crown of Europe in regard of Britain only, No, Ma- 


dam, it is in juſtice to your Royal Highneſs that we muſt 
confeſs, you had more excellent motives for ſo great an 
action as that was; ſince you did it in obedience to the 
dictates of reaſon and conſcience, for the ſake of true re- 
ligion, and for the honour of God. All things that are 


great have been offered to you; and all things that are 


good and bappy, as well in this world as a better, ſhall 
become the reward of ſuch exalted virtue and piety. The 


bleſſings of our nation, the prayers of our church, with 


the faithful ſervice of all good men, ſhall wait upon your 


Royal Highneſs as long as you live. And whenever, for 
the puniſhment of this land, you ſhall be taken from us, 
your ſacred name ſhall be dear to remembrance, and Al- 
mighty God, who alone is able, ſhall beſtow on you the 


fulneſs of ee dee 85 | 
Amongſt the ſeveral offerings of duty which are made 


to you here, be graciouſly pleas'd to accept of this un- f 


worthy trifle; which is, with the greateſt reſpect and 
loweſt ſubmiſſion, preſented to your Royal Highneſs, by, 


Map Au, 
Your Royal Highneſs's 
Moſt obedient, moſt devoted, and 


Moſt faithful humble ſervant, 


N. ROWE. - | 
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TROLOGUE 


Spoken by Mr BooTH. 


70 night the noblaſt ſubjea ſwells our cone, 


4 heroine, a martyr, and a queen: 


And though the poet dares not boaſt his art, 


The very theme e ſhall ſomething great impart, 


To warm the gen'rous foul, and touch the tender heart, 
To you, fair judges, we the cauſe ſubmit ; 

Your eyes ſhall tell us hi the tale is writ, 

1f your ſoft pity waits upon our woe, 

If filent tears for ſuff” ring virtue flaw ; 

Your grief the muſe's labour ſhall confeſs, 

T te lively paſſions, and the juſt diſtreſs. _ 

Ch! could our author's pencil juſtly paint, 

Such as ſhe was in life, the beauteous ſaint ; 
Boldly your firict atlention might we claim, 
And bid you mark, and copy out the dame. 
No wand” ring glance one wanton thought conf * 


No guilty wiſh inflam's' her ſpotleſs breaſt: 


The only love that warm'd her blayming youth, 


Was Flusband, England, Liberty, and Truth, 


For theſe ſhe fell; while, with too avear a hand, 
She ſtrove to ſave a blind ungraicful land. 
But thus the ſecret laws of Pte ordain ; 2 


_ William's great hand was doom” d to break that chain, 


And end the hopes of Rome's lyrannic rei? 22. 

For ever, as the circling years return, 

Te grateful Britons! crown the hero's urn ; 

To his juſt care you ev'ry. bleſſing owe, | 
Which, or his own, or following reigns beſtow, 
Though his hard 1 a father's name deny d; 

To you a father, he that lofs ſuppl;'d. 

Then while you view the royal line's increaſe, 

And count the pledges of your future piace; 

From this great f{ack while ſtill new 24 ies come, 
Congueſt abroad, and liberty at tome; 

While you behold the beautiful and brave, 2 
Bright Princeſſes, to grace ou, Kinzs to ſave, 


Enie the 8/1, but laßt the land that Care. J 
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Duke of NoxTHUMBERLAND. 


Duke of Svurrolk. 


Lord GuiLForD DuDLEy. 
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Earl of PEM RRNORE. 0 
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Earl of Suss Ex. | - 
GARDINER, Biſhop of WiNCHESTER» EN 
Sir John GarTes. 


3 Lieutenant of the Tow xr. 
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Ducheſs of SUFFOLK, 


. Lady JAxE GRAV. f z 


I Lords of the Council, Gentlemen, Guards, ; 
Women, and Attendants, 


> 


2. 


Lady JANE GRAY, 
XACT YL S$CKNE1, 


SCENE, The Court. 


Enter the Duke of NorTHUMBERLAND, Duke Vor- 
FOL k, and Sir Jenn GATES, 


C 


XI IS all in vain ; Heaven has requir'd 1 its pledge, 


And he muſt die. 
Suff. Is there an honeſt heart, | 
That loves our England, does not mourn for Edward ? 
The genius of our iile is ſhook with ſorrow, 
He bows his venerable head with pain, 


And labours with the ſickneſs of his lord. 
Religion melts in ev'ry holy eye, 
All comfortleſs, aflited, and forlorn 


She fits on earth, and weeps upon her croſs, 
Weary of man, and his deteſted ways: 
Ev'n now ſhe ſeems to meditate her flight, 


And waft her angels to the thrones above. 


North. Ay, there, my Lord, you touch our heavieſt 
loſs, | 


With him our holy faith is doom'd to N 
With him our church ſhall veil her ſacred front, 
That late from heaps of Gothick ruins roſe, 

In her firſt native ſimple majeſty ; - 


The toil of ſaints and price of martyrs blood, 
Shall ſail with Edward, and again old Rome 
Shall ſpread her banners; and her monkiſh hoſt, 


Pride, ignorance, and rapine ſhall return ; 
Blind bloody zeal, and cruel prieſtly power, 
Shall dean the land for ten dark ages more. 


Sir 


A gloomy nature, ſullen and ſevere, 
To purge the world from hereſy by blood, 


Bow down before theſe holy purple tyrants, 


8 LADY JANE GRAY. Act 1, 


Sir J. Gates. Is there no help in all the healing art, 
No potent juice or drug to fave a life 
So precious, and prevent a nation's fate? 
North. What has been left untry'd that art could do? 
The hoary wrinkled leech has watch'd and toil'd, 
Try'd ev'ry health reſtoting herb and gum, 
And weary'd out his painful ſkill in vain. 
Cloſe like a dragon folded in his den, 
Some ſecret venom preys upon his heart ; 
A ſtubborn and unconquerable flame 
Creeps in his veins, and drinks the ſtreams of life; N 
His youthful finews are unſtrung, cold ſweats, ; 
And deadly paleneſs fit upon his viſage, 
And ev'ry gaſp we look ſhall be his laſt. | 
Sir 4. Gates, Doubt not, your graces, but the Thea = 
faction b 
Will at this juncture arge their utmoſt force, 1 1 
All on the princeſs Mary turn their eyes, ; | 
Well hoping ſhe ſhall build again their altars, 1255 | 
And bring their idol-worſhip back ion triumph. : 
North. Good heav'n ordain ſome better fate for Eng- 
land! 
| Suff What better can we hope, if ſhe ſhould reign: 4 
1 know her well, a blinded zealot is ſhe, y 
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e 


. 
* 


Nurtur'd by proud preſuming Romiſh prieſts, 
Taught to believe they only cannot err, 

Becauſe they cannot err; bred up in ſcorn | 
Of reaſon, and the whole lay world; inſtructed ö 
To hate whoe'er diſſent from what they teach, 


— ... 4 oe 


To maffacre a nation, and believe it 
An act well-pleaſing to the Lord of mercy. 
Theſe are thy gods, Oh Rome! and this thy faith. 


North. And ſhall we tamely yield ourſelves to bon» 
dage? 
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And bid 'em tread upon our flaviſh necks ? 
No; let this faithful free born Engliſh hand, 
Firſt dig my grave in liberty and honour; 
And tho' I found but one more thus reſolv'd, 
That honeſt man. and I would. die . 


Suff. 
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Suf. Doubt not, there are ten thouland, and ten 
thouſand, 


To own a cauſe ſo juſt, 5 
Sir 7. Gates, The liſt I gave 


' Into your Grace's hand laſt #59 declares 


My power and friends at full. [To Northumb, 
North. Be it your care, 

Good Sir John Gates, to ſee your 1 appointed 

And ready for th' occaſion. Haſte this inftant, 

Loſe not a moment's time. | 
Sir F. Gates. I go, my Lord. [| Exzt Sir J. Gates, 
North. Your Grace's princely daughter, Lady Jane, 

Is ſhe yet come to court? 
Suff. Not yet arriv'd, 


But with the ſooneſt I expect her here. 


I know her duty to the dying king, | 
Join'd with my ſtrict commands to haſten hither, 
Will bring her on the wing. | 
North. Beſeech your Grace, 
To ſpeed another meſſenger to preſs her; 
For on her happy preſence all our counſels 
Depend, and take their fate. 
Suff. Upon the inſtant _ | 
Your Grack ſhall be obey d. I go to ſummon her,” 
[Exit Suff, - 
North. What 1 influences hold dominion 
O'er wiſe men's counſels, and the fate of empire? 
The greateſt ſchemes that human wit can forge, 
Or bold ambition dares to put in practice, 
Depend upon our huſbanding a moment, 
And the light laſting of a woman's will; 
As if the Lord of nature ſhou'd delight 
To hang this pond'rous globe upon a hair, 
And bid it dance before a breath of wind, 
She muſt be here, and lodg'd 1 in Guilford's arms, 
'E'er Edward dies, or all we've done is marr'd. 
Ha ! Pembroke ! that's a bar which thwarts my way ? 5 
His fiery temper brooks not oppoſition, 
And muſt be met with ſoft and ſupple arts, 
With crouching courteſy, and honey'd words, 
Such as aſſuage the fierce, and bend the ſtrong. 


E ler 


22% 0 — 


Might guide my treading thro' our preſent dangers; 


I know not one of all our Engliſh peers, 


This prodigality of praiſe and honour ? 


How might I think you could not mean this goodnefs 
To one, whom his ill-fortune has ordain'd 


Away with all the feats of nature! 


10 LADY JANE GRAY. Ad l. 


Enier the Earl of PrMBrOxE, | 


Good morrow, noble Pembroke: We have ftaid 
The meeting of the council for your preſence. 
Pem. 1 mine, my Lord! you mock your ſervant, | 
ure, 
To ſay that I am wanted, where your ſelf, 
The great Alcides of our ftate, is preſent, 275 
Whatever dangers menace prince or people, | 
Our great Northumberland is arm'd to meet 'em: 


The ableſt head, and firmeſt heart you bear, | 


Nor need a ſecond in the glorious taſk ; 
Equal yourſelf to all the toil of empire, 

North, No; as I honour virtue, I have try'd, 
And know my ſtrength too well! nor can the voice 
Of friendly flattery, like your's, deceive me. 

I know my temper liable to paſſions, 

And all the frailties common to our nature; 

Blind to events, too eaſy of perſuaſion, 

And often, too too often, have I err'd : 

Much therefore have I need of ſome good man, | 
Some wiſe and honeſt heart, whoſe friendly aid i 


And by the honour of my name I ſwear, 


Whom I wou'd chuſe for that beſt friend, like Pem- 3 
broke. | 
Pem. What ſhall I anſwer to a truſt ſo noble, ö 


Were not your grace too generous of ſoul, 
To ſpeak a language differing from your heart, 


The rival of your ſon. 
North. No more I ſcorn a thought 
So much below the dignity of virtue. | 
*Tis true, I look on Guilford like a father, 
Lean to his fide, and ſee but half his failings : 
But on a point like this, when equal merit 
Stands forth to make its bold appeal to honour, 
And calls to have the balance held in 4 . 


I judge 
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AI. LADY JANE GRAY. 11 


J judge of Pembroke and my ſon alike. 
Pem. I aſk no more to bind me to your ſervice, 
North. The realm is now at hazard, and bold factions 
'Threaten change, tumult, and diſaſtrous days, 


Theſe fears drive out the gentler thoughts of joy, 


Of courtſhip, and of love. Grant, Heav'n, the ſtate 


| To fix in peace and ſafety once again; 


'Then ſpeak your paſhon te the princely maid, 
And fair fucceſs attend you. For myſelf, 
My voice ſhall go as far for you, my Lord, 


As for my ſon, and beauty be the umpire. 
But now a heavier matter calls upon us; 


The king with life juſt lab'ring; and I fear, 


"wm council grow impatient at our ſtay. 


Pem. One moment's s pauſe, and I attend your grace. 


LExit, North, 
Old Wincheſter e cries to me oft, beware 


Of proud Northumberland. The teſty prelate, 


Froward with age, with diſappointed hopes, 


And zealous for old Rome, rails on the duke, 
Suſpecting him to favour the new teachers: 
Yet ev'n in that, if I judge right, he errs. 


But were it fo, what are theſe monkiſh quarrels, 


Thoſe wordy wars of proud ill- manner'd ſchoolmen, 
To us and our lay intereſt ? Let em rail 

And worry one another at their pleaſure. 

This duke, of late, by many worthy offices, 


Has ſought my friendſhip. And yet more, his ſon, 
The nobleſt youth our England has to boaſt of, 


The gentleſt nature, and the braveſt ſpirit, 
Has made me long the partner of his breaſt. 


Nay, when he found, in ſpite of the reſiſtance 


My ſtruggling heart had made, to do him juſtice, 
That I was grown his rival; he ſtrove hard, 

And would not turn me forth from out his boſom, 
But call'd me ſtill his friend. And fee ! he comes. 


Enter Lord Guil rob. 


Oh, Guilford ! ! juſt as thou wer't ent'ring here, | 
My thought was running all thy virtues over, 


And wond'ring how thy ſoul cou'd chuſe a pn | 
al much — itſelf. | 7 
B | 8 Cuil. 


1 . | -LADY JANE GRAY. 


Cuil. How cou'd my tongue 
Take pleaſure, and be laviſh in thy praiſe ! 
How could I ſpeak thy nobleneſs of nature, 
Thy open manly heart, thy courage, conſtancy, 
And in-born truth unknowing to difſemble ! 
Thou art the man in whom my ſoul delights, 
In whom, next Heav'n, I truſt, 

Pem. Oh! generous youth; 
What can a heart, ſtubborn and fierce, like mine, 
Return to all thy ſweetneſs ?—Yet I wou'd, 
I wou'd be gratefuF. —Oh, my cruel fortune! 
Wou'd I had never ſeen Ber, never caſt | 
Mine eyes on Suffolk's daughter ! 

Guil. So wou'd I! 
Since *twas my fate to ſee and love her beſt, 

Pem. Oh! Why ſhou'd ſhe, that univerſal goodneſs, 
Like light, a common bleſſing to the world, 
Riſe like a comet fatal to our friendſhip, 
And threaten it with ruin? 

Guil. Heaven forbid! 
But tell me, Pembroke, is it not in virtue 
To arm againft this proud imperious paſſion ? 
Does holy friendſhip dwell ſo near to envy, 
She could not bear to ſee another happy, 
If blind miſtaken chance, and partial beauty 
Should join to favour Guilford ? 5 

Pem. Name it not, 
My fiery ſpirits kindle at the ob: 
And hurry me to rage. | 

Guil, And yet I think 
I ſhou'd not murmur, were thy lot to proſper, 
And mine to be refus d. Tho' ſure, the loſs 
Wou'd wound me to the heart, 

Pem. Ha! Could'ſt thou bear it? | 
And yet perhaps thou might'ſt: thy gentle temper | 
Is form'd with paſſions mix d in due proportion, 
Where no one over-bears nor plays the tyrant, 
But join in nature's buſineſs, and thy happineſs : 
While mine, diſdaining reaſon and her laws, 
Like all thou canſt imagine wild and furious, 
Nowy drive me headlong on, now unt me back, 
And ml my unſtable fitting ſoul - 1 
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To ev'ry mad extreme. Then pity me, 
And let my weakneſs ſtand 


Enter Sir 1055 r 
Sir J. Gates, The Lords of Council 


Wait with impatience. 
Pem. I attend their Reader 


This only, and no more then.. Whatſoever 
Fortune decrees, ſtill let us call to mind 


Our friendſhip and our honour. And ſince love 
Condemns us to be rivals for one prize, 

Let us contend, as friends and brave men ought, 
With openneſs and juſtice to each other ; 


That he who wins the fair one to his arms, 
May take her as the crown of great deſert ; 


And if the wretched loſer does repine, 
His own heart and the world may all condemn him. 
[Exit Pem, 


Cuil. How croſs the ways of life lie! While we think | 
We travel on direct in one high road, 


And have our journey's end oppos'd 1 in view, 


A thouſand thwarting paths break in upon us, 

To puzzle and perplex our wand'ring ſteps. 

Love, friendſhip, hatred, in their turns miſlead us, 
And ey'ry paſhon has its ſeparate intereſt : 

Where is that piercing foreſight can unfold 
Where all this mazy error will have end, 

And tell the doom reſerv'd for me and Pembroke ? ? 
There is but one end certain, that is—death ; 

Yet ev'n that certainty is ſtill uncertain. _ 
For of theſe ſeveral tracks which lie before us, 
We know that one leads certainly to death, 

But know not which that one is. *Tis in vain, 
This blind divining ; let me think no more on't : 
And ſee the miſtreſs of our fate appears! 


Enter Lady JAX E Gravy. "Attendants. 


Hail, princely maid ! who with auſpicious beauty 
Cheer'ſt ev 'ry drooping heart in this ſad place; 
Who, like the filyer regent of the night, 

Lift up thy ſacred * upon the land, 


14 LADT JANE GRAY. AQ J. 
To bid the gloom look gay, diſpel our horrors, 
* make us leſs lament the ſetting ſun. 
L. J. Gray. Yes, Guilford ; well doſt thou compare 
my preſence 
To the faint comfort of the waining moon: 
Like her cold orb, a cheerleſs gleam I bring: 
Silence and heavineſs of heart, with dews 
To dreſs the face of nature all in tears, 
But ſay, how fares the king? 
 Guil. He lives as yet, 
But ev'ry moment cuts away a hope, 
Amidſt our fears, and gives the infant ſaint 
Great proſpect of his op'ning heaven. 


L. J. Cray. Deſcend ye choirs of angels to receive 


him, 
Tune your melodious harps to ſome high ſtrain, 
And waft him upwards with a ſong of triumph; 
A purer ſoul, and one more like yourſelves, 
Ne'er entered at the golden gates of bliſs, _ 
Oh, Guilford ! What remains for wretched England, 
When he, our guardian-angel, ſhall forfake us? | 
For whoſe dear ſake Heav'n ſpar'd a guilty land, 
And ſcattered not its plagues while Edward reign'd. 
Guil: | own my heart bleeds inward at the thought, 
And iſing horrors croud the op'ning ſcene. ' 
And yet forgive me, thou my native country, 
Thou land of liberty, thou nurſe of heroes, 
Forgive me, if in ſpite of all thy dangers, 
New ſprings of pleaſure flow within my boſom, 
When thus 'tis giv'n me to behold thoſe eyes, 
Thus gaze and wonder, how excelling nature 
Can give each da N new patterns of her ſkill, 
And yet at once urpaſs ? em. 
L. J. Gray, Oh, vain flattery ! 
Harſh and ill-ſfounding ever to my ear; 
But on a day like this, the raven's note Te 
Strikes on my ſenſe more ſweetly. But, no more, 
I charge thee touch the ungrateful theme no more; 
Lead me to pay my duty to the king, | 
To wet his pale cold hand with theſe laſt tears, 
08 ſhare the bleſſings of his parting breath. . 
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Aa II. LADY JANE GRAY. 


Guil. Were I like dying Edward, ſure a touch 
Of this dear hand would kindle life anew. 
But I obey, I dread that gath'ring frown ; 


And oh! whene'er my boſom ſwells with paſſion, 


And my full heart 1s pain'd with ardent love, 


Allow me but to look on you, and ſigh; 


»Tis all the humble joy that Guilford alles. 


1 5 


L. J. Gray. Still wilt thou frame thy ſpeech to this 


vain purpoſe, 
When the wan king of terrors ſtalks before us, 


When univerſal ruin gathers round, 


And no eſcape is left us? are we not 

Like wretches in a ſtorm, whom ev'ry moment 
The greedy deep is gaping to devour ? 

Around us ſee the pale deſpairing crew, 

Wring their ſad hands, and give their labour o'er ; 


The hope of life has ew ry heart forſook, 
And horror ſits on each diſtracted look; 


One ſolemn thought of death does all employ, 


And cancels, like a dream, delight and joy; 
One ſorrow ſtreams from all their weeping eyes, 
And one conſenting voice for mercy cries ; 


Trembling, they dread juſt Heav'n's avenging pow r, 


Mourn their paſt lives, and wait the fatal hour. 


e 


ARE SCENK,T 
S CEN E continues. : 


Enter the Duke of NoTaunBrnLanD, and the Dues 


of SUFFOLK, 


NoRkTHUMBERLAND. | 
ET then be cheer'd my heart, amidſt thy 


moyrning. 
Tho' fate hang heavy o'er vs, tho' pale fear 
And wild diſtraction ſit on ev'ry face; 
Tho' never day of grief was known like this, 
Let me rejoice, and bleſs the hallow'd light, 


B 2 Whoſe 


Faſt from her lifted eyes the pearly drops 


V 
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Whoſe beams auſpicious ſhine upon our union, 
And bid me call the noble Suffolk brother, 

Suff, I know not what my ſecret ſoul preſages, 
But ſomething ſeems to whiſper me within, 
That we have been too haſty. For myſelf, 
1 wiſh this matter had been yet delay'd; 
That we had waited ſome more bleſſed time, 


Some better day with happier omens hallow'd, 
For love to kindle up his holy flame, 


But you, my noble brother, wou'd prevail, 
And I have yielded to you. 

North. Doubt not any thing | 
Nor hold the hour unlucky, that good Heav'n, 
Who ſoftens the corrections of his hand, | 
And mixes ſtill a comfort with afflitions, 
Has giv'n to-day a bleſſing in our children, 
To wipe away our tears for dying Edward. 

Suff. In that I truſt, Good angels be our guard, 
And make my fears prove vain. But ſee | My wife! 
With her, your ſon, the generous Guilford comes ; 


She has inform'd him of our preſent purpoſe. 


Enter the Ducheſs of SurroLk, and Lord GuiLrord, 


I. Guil. How ſhall I ſpeak the fullneſs of my heart? 

What ſhall I ſay, to bliſs you for this goodneſs? | 

Oh! gracious Princeſs ! But my life is your's, 

And all the buſineſs of my years to come, 

Is, to attend with humbleſt duty on you, 

And pay my vow'd obedience at your feet. | 
Duch. Suff. Yes, noble youth, I ſhare in all thy joys, 


In all the joys which this ſad day can give. 


The dear delight I have to call thee ſon, 


Comes like a cordial to my drooping ſpirits ; 


It broods with gentle warmth upon my boſom, 


And melts that froſt of death which hung about me, 


But haſte ! Inform my daughter of our pleaſure: 
Let thy tongue put on all its pleaſing eloquence, 
Inſtruct thy love to ſpeak of comfort to her, 


To ſooth her griefs, and cheer the mourning maid. 


_ Nerth. All deſolate and drown'd in flowing tears, 
By Edward's bed the pious princeſs ſits 
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Fall trickling o'er her cheek, while holy ardour, 
And fervent zeal pour forth her lab'ring ſoul ; 
And every ſigh is wing'd with pray'rs ſo potent, 
As ftrive with Heav'n to ſave her dying lord. 
Duch Suff. From the firſt early days of infant life, 


A gentle band of friendſhip grew betwixt 'em; 


And while our royal uncle Henry reign'd, 

As brother and as ſiſter bred together, 

Beneath one common parent's care they liv'd, 
North. A wondrous ſympathy of ſouls conſpir 4 


To form the ſacred union. Lady Jane, 
Of all his royal blood was ſtil! the deareſt ; 


In ev'ry innocent delight they ſhar'd, 

They ſung and danc'd, and fat, and walk'd together ; 
Nay, in the graver buſineſs of his youth, 

When books and learning call'd him from his ſports, 
Ev'n there the princely maid was his companion. 

She left the ſhining court to ſhare his toil, 

To turn with him the grave hiſtorian's page, 

And taſte the rapture of the poet's ſong; 

To ſearch the Latin and the Grecian ſtores, 

And wonder at the mighty minds of old. 


Enter Lady Jaxk Gzar, Wee ping. 


L. J. Gray. Wo't thou not break, my heart! 
Suff. Alas! What mean'ſt thou? | 

Guil, Oh, ſpeak ! 

Duch, Suff. 7 1 fares the King ? 

North. Say, Is he dead? 

L. 7. Gray. The ſaints and angels have him, 

Duch. $47, When J left him, 
He ſeem'd a little cheer'd, juſt as you enter 3 

I. J. Gray. As 1 approach'd to kneel and pay my 


duty, 


He rais'd his feeble eyes, and faintly ſmiling, 


Are you then come ? he cry'd: I only liv'd, 
To bid farewell to thee, my gentle couſin, . 
To ſpeak a few ſhort words to thee, and die. 
With that he preſt my hand, and oh !—he ſaid, 
When I am gone, do thou be good to England, 
Keep to that faith in which we both were bred, 
= to the end be conſtant. More I wou'd, 
B 3 By, 
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But cannot. There his fault'ring ſpirits fail'd, 
And turning ev'ry thought from earth at once, 
To that bleſt place where all his hopes were fix'd, 
Earneſt he pray'd ;—— Merciful, great defender! 
Preſerve thy holy altars undefil'd, 
Protect this land from bloody men and idols, 
Save my poor people from the yoke of Rome, 
And take thy painful ſervant to thy mercy, 
Then ſinking on his pillow, with a ſigh, 
He breath'd his innocent and faithful ſoul 
Into his hands who gave it. 
Cuil. Crowns of glory, 
Such as the brighteſt angels wear, be on him: 
Peace guard his aſhes here, and paradiſe, 
With all its endleſs bliſs, be open to him. 
North. Our grief be on his grave, Our preſent duty 
Enjoins to fee his laſt commands obey'd. 
I hold it fit his death be not made known 
To any but our friends. To-morrow early 
The council ſhall aſſemble at the Tower. 


Mean while, I beg your Grace wou'd ſtrait inform 


[To the Duchefs of Suffolk. : 


Your princely daughter of our reſolution; 
Our common intereſt in that happy tie, 
Demands our ſwifteſt care to ſee it finiſh'd, 
Duch. Suff. My Lord, You have determin'd well. 
| Lord Guilford, | 7 
Be it your taſk to ſpeak at large our purpoſe, 
Daughter, receive this lord as one whom I, 
Your father, and his own, ordain your huſband: 
What more concerns our will and your obedience, 
We leave you to receive from him at leiſure. 
LExeunt Dake and Ducheſs of Suffolk, 
and Duke of Northumberland. 
| Guil, Wo't thou not ſpare à moment from thy ſor- 
rows, 
And bid theſe bubbling ſtreams forbear to flow ? 2 
Wo't thou not give one interval to joy, 
One little pauſe, while humbly I unfold _ 
T he happieſt tale my tongue was ever bleſt with ? 
L. J. Gray. My heart is cold within me, ev'ry ſenſe 
Ts dead to joy; but I will hear thee, Guilford, 
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| Nay, I muſt hear thee, ſuch is her command, 
Whom early duty taught me ſtill obey. 
But, oh ! forgive me, if to all thy ſtory, 
Tho! eloquence divine attend thy ſpeaking, 
Tho? ev'ry muſe and ev'ry grace do crown thee ; 
Forgive me, if I cannot better anſwer, 
Than weeping - thus, and thus 
Cuil. If I offend thee, 
Let me be dumb for ever; let not life 
Inform theſe breathing organs of my voice, 
If any ſound from me diſturb thy quiet. 
What is my peace or happineſsto thine ? 
No; tho' our noble parents had decreed, 
And urg'd high reaſons which import the ſtate, 
This night to give thee to my faithful arms, 
My faireſt bride, my only earthly bliſs —— 
L. F. Gray. How ! Guilford ! On this oight 2 ? 
Guil. This happy night. 
Yet if thou art reſolv'd-to croſs my fate, 
If this my utmoſt wiſh ſhall give thee pain, 
Now rather let the ſtroke of death fall on me, 
And ſtretch me out a lifeleſs corſe before thee : 
Let me, ſwept away with things forgotten, 
Be huddled up in ſome obſcure blind grave, | 
E'er thou ſhould'ſt ſay my love has made thee wretched, 
Or drop one fingle tear for Guilford's ſake. 
I. J. Gray. Alas! I have too much of death already, 
And want not thine to furnifh out new horror. I 
Oh! dreadful thought, if thou wert dead indeed, 
What hope were left me then! Yes, I will own, 
Spite of the bluſh that burns my maiden cheek, 
My heart has fondly lean'd towards thee long: 
'Thy ſweetneſs, virtue, and unblemiſh'd youth, 
Have won a place for thee within my boſom ; 
And if my eyes look coldly on thee now, 
And ſhun thy love on this diſaſtrous day, 
It is becauſe I would not deal ſo hardly, 
'To give thee ſighs for all thy faithful vows, 
And pay thy tenderneſs with nought but tears. 
And yet 'tis all I have. 
Guil. I aſk no more: HK | 
Let me but call thee mine, confi-m that hope, 


Te 
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To charm the doubts which vex my anxious ſoul ; 
For all the reſt, do thou allot it for me, | 
And at thy pleaſure portion out my bleſſings. 

My eyes ſhall learn to {mile or weep from thine, 
Nor will I think of joy. while thou art ſad: 
' Nay, could'ſt thou be ſo cruel to command it, 

I will forego a bridegroom's ſacred right, 

And ſleep far from thee, on the unwholeſome earth, 
Where damps ariſe, and whiſtliog winds blow loud. 
Then when the day returns, come drooping to thee, 
My locks ſtill drizzling with the dews of night, 
And cheer my heart with thee as with the morning. 


L. J. Gray. Say, wo't thou conſecrate the night to 


ſorrow, 

And pive up ev'ry ſenſe to ſolemn ſadneſs ? 
Wo't thou, in watching, waſte the tedious hours, 
Sit ſilently and careful by my fide, 
Liſt io the tolling clocks, the cricket's cry, 
And ev ry melancholy midnight noiſe? . 
Say, wo't thou baniſh pleaſure and delight ? 
Wo't thou forget that ever we have lov'd, 
And only now and then let fall a tear, 
To mourn for Edward's loſs, and England's fate? 

Cuil. Unweary'd ſtill, IL will attend thy woes, 
And be a very faithful partner to thee. | 
Near thee 1 will complain in ſighs as oumberleſs, 
As mourners breathing in the leafy grove: _ 
My eyes ſhall mix their falling drops with thine, 
Conſtant as never-cealing waters roll, 
That purl and gurgle o'er their ſands for ever. 
The ſun ſhall ſee my grief, thro' all his courſe; 
And when night comes, {ad Philomel, who plane 
From ſtarry veſper to the roſy dawn, 
Shall ceaſe to tune her lamentable ſong, 
E'er I give o'er to weep and mourn with thee. 


I. J. Gray, Here then I take thee to my heart for 
ever, [ Giving her hand. 


The dear companion of my future days: 
Whatever providence allots for each, 

Be that the common portion of us both; 
Share all the griefs of thy unhappy Jane; 


But 
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But if good heav'n have any joys in ſtore, 
Let that be all thy own. 

Guil. Thou wondrous goodneſs * 
Heav'n gives too much at once in giving thee, 
And by the common courſe of things below, 
Where each delight is temper'd with affliction, 
Some evil, terrible and unforeſeen, 
Muſt ſure enſue, to poiſe the ſcale againſt 
This vaſt profuſion of exceeding pleaſure. 
But be it ſo, let it be death and ruin, 
On any terms | take thee. 

L. J. Gray. Truſt our fate 
To him whoſe gracious wiſdom guides our ways, 
And makes what we think evil turn to good. 


Permit me now to leave thee and retire; 


I'll ſummon all my reaſon and my duty, 


1 To ſooth this ſtorm within, and frame my heart 
F To yield obedience to my noble parents. 


Cuil. Good angels miniſter their comforts to thee, 
And, oh, if, as my fond belief wou'd hope, 
If any word of mine be gracious to thee, 
TI beg thee, I conjure thee, drive away 
Thoſe murd'rous thoughts of grief that kill thy quit, 
Reſtore thy gentle boſom's native peace, 
Lift up the light of gladneſs in thy eyes, 
And cheer my heavineſs with one dear ſmile. 

L. J. Gray. Yes, Guilford, I will ſtudy to forget 
All that the Find Edward has been to me; © 


How we have lov'd, even from our very cradles, 


My private loſs no longer will I mourn, 

But ev'ry tender thought to thee ſhall turn: 

With patience I'll ſubmit to Heav'n's decree, 

And what I loſt in Edward, find in thee. 

But oh! when I revolve what ruins wait 

Our ſinking altars and the falling ſtate : 

When I conſider what my native land 

Expected from her pious ſov'reign's hand; 

How form'd he was to ſave her from diſtreſs, 

A king to govern, and a faint to bleſs : 

New ſorrow to my lab'ring breaſt ſucceeds, 

And my whole heart for wretched England bleeds. 
[Exit Lady Jane Gray. 

Cuil, 
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Guil. My heart ſinks in me, at her ſoft complaining z; 
And ev'ry moving accent that ſhe breathes, 'J 1. 
Reſolves my courage, ſlackens my rough nerves, 11 

And melts me down to infancy and tears. L. 
My fancy palls, and takes diſtaſte at pleaſure; | il 
My ſoul grows out of tune, it loaths the world, $4 
Sickens at all the noiſe and folly of it ; | 
And I cou'd ſet me down in ſome dull ſhade, F 
Where lonely contemplation keeps her cave, 11 
And dwells with hoary hermits; there forget myſelf, 11 

There fix my ſtupid eyes upon the earth, 1 4 


And muſe away an age in deepeſt melancholy, 


Enter PEMBROKE, 


Pem. Edward is dead ; ſo ſaid the great Notthum- 
berland, 
As now he ſhot along by me in haſte. 
He preſs'd my hand, and in a whiſper begg'd me 
To guard the ſecret carefully as life, | 
Till ſome few hours ſhould paſs; for much hung on it; 
Much may indeed hang on it, See my Guilford! _ 
My friend ! 27 | [Speaking io him. 
Guil Ha ! pembroke! 5 [ Starting. 
Pem. Wherefore doſt thou ſtart ? . 
Why ſits that wild diſorder on thy viſage, 
Somewhat that looks like paſſions ſtrange to thee, 
The paleneſs of ſurpriſe . ghaſtly fer? 
Since I have known thee firſt, and ald thee friend, 
I never {aw thee ſo unlike thyielf, 
So chang'd upon a ſudden, 
Guil. How ! So chang'd! 
Pem. So to my eye thou ſeem'ſt. 
Guit. The king is dead, 
Pem, I learn'd it from thy father, 
Juſt as I enter'd here. But ſay, cou'd that, 7 
A fate which ev'ry moment we expected, of 
Diſtract thy thought, or ſhock thy temper thus? 4 
Guil, Oh, Pembroke ! Tis in vain to hide from thee! 
For thou haſt look'd into my artleſs boſom, 
And ſeen at once the hurry of my ſoul. 
'Tis _ thy coming ſtruck me with ſurpriſe, 
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x I Ihavea thought——But wherefore ſaid I one? 
I haye a thouſand thoughts all up in arms, 
Like pop'lous towns diſturb'd at dead of night, 
That, mix'd in darkneſs, buſtle to and fro, 
As if their buſineſs were to make confuſion. 
Pem. Then ſure our better angel's call'd me hither ; 
For this is friendſhip's hour, and friendſhip's office, 
To come when counſel and when help is wanting, 
Jo ſhare the pain of every gnawing care, 
To ſpeak of comfort in the time of trouble, 
To reach a hand and fave thee from adverſity. 
Cuil. And wo't thou be a friend to me indeed? 
And while I lay my boſom bare before thee, 
Wo't thou deal tenderly, and let my hand 
Paſs gently over ev'ry painful part? 
Wo't thou with patience hear, and judge with tewper? 7 
And if perchance thou meet with ſomething harſh, 
# Somewhat to rouze thy rage, and grate thy ſoul, 
*Wo' t thou be maſter of thy ſelf and bear it? 
3 Pem. Away with all this needleſs preparation! 
| Thou know'ſt thou art ſo dear, ſo ſacred to me, 
Tbat I can never think thee an- offender. 
If it were ſo, that I indeed muſt judge thee, 
I ſhould take part with thee againſt myſelf, 
And call thy fault a virtue. 
4 Cuil. But ſuppoſe 
The thought were ſomewhat that 8 our love. 
4 Pem. No more; thou know'ft we ſpoke of that to day, 
And on what terms we left it. Tis a ſubject, | 
Of which, if poſſible, I wou'd not think; Tn 
9 beg that we may mention it no more. | | 
Cuil. Can we not ſpeak of it with temper? 
Pem. No; 
hou know ſt I cannot. Therefore, prithee ſpare it. 
Cuil. Oh! Cou'd the ſecret, I wou'd tell thee, ſſeep, 
Y And the world never know 1 it, my fond tongue h 
, Shou 'd ceaſe from ſpeaking, e'er I would unfold it, 
| Or vex thy peace with an "officious tale. 
But ſince, howe'er ungrateful to thy ear, 
1 muſt be told thee once, hear it from me. 
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DN, Speak then, and eaſe the doubts that ſhock my 
oul. 


Cuil. Suppoſe thy Guilford's better ſtars . 
And crown his love 
Pem. Say not, ſuppoſe: Tis done; 
Seek not for vain excuſe, or ſoft'ning words; ; 
Thou haſt prevaricated with thy friend, 
By under - hand contrivances undone me; 
And while my open nature truſted in thee, 
Thou haſt Repp'd in between me and my hopes, 
And raviſh'd from me all my ſoul held dear, 
Thou haſt betray'd me 
Cuil. How! betray'd thee, Pembroke? 
Pem. Yes, falſely, like a traitor. 
Guil. Have a care, 
Pem. But think not 1 will bear the foul play from 
thee; 
There was but this, which I could ne'er Gene 
My ſoul is up in arms, my injur'd honour, 
Impatient of the wrong calls for revenge: 
And tho' J love thee- fondly 
Cuil. Hear me yet, 
And Pembroke ſhall acquit me to himſelf. 
Hear, while I tell how fortune dealt between us, 
And gave the yielding beauty to my arms 
Pem. What, hear it! Stand and liſten to thy triumph! ! 
Thou think'ſt me tame indeed. No, hold, I charge thee, 
Leſt I forget that ever we were friends, 
Left in the rage of diſappointed love, 
TI ruſh at once and tear thee for thy falſhood, 
Cuil. Thou warn'ſt me well; and I were raſh, as 
thou-art, 
To truſt the ſecret ſum of al my hevoineſa 
Wich one not maſter of himſelf. Farewell. [Geing, 
Pem, Ha! art thou going? Think not thus to part, 
Nor leave me on the rack of this uncertainty, 
Cuil. What would'ſt thou further? 
Pem. Tell it to me all; 
Say thou art marry'd, ſay 1 haſt poſſeſs d her, 
And rioted in vaſt exceſs of bliſs; 
That I may curſe myſelf, and thee, and her. 
Come, tell me how thou didſt ſupplant thy friend? 5 
2 O 
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Ad II. LADY IANE GRA. 27 
| 1 How didſt thou look with that betraying face, 
And, ſmiling, plot my ruin? 
Cuil. Give me way. 
\When thou art better temper'd, I may tell thee, 
And vindicate at full my love and friendſhip. tor? 
Pem. And doſt thou hope to ſhun me then, thou trai- 
No, I will have it now, this moment from thee, 
Or drag the ſecret out from thy falſe heart, 
Guil. Away, thou madman ! I wou'd talk to winds, 
And reaſon with the rude tempeſtuous ſurge, 
Sooner than hold diſcourſe with rage like thine. 
Pem. Tell i it, or by my injur'd love I ſwear, 
| [Laying his hand upon his ſword. 
I'll fab the lurking treaſon in thy heart. 
Sui. Ha! Stay thee there ; 3 nor let thy frantic hand 
* [Stopping him. 
7 Unſheath thy weapon. If the ſword be drawn, 
If once we meet on terms like thoſe, farewell 
To ev'ry thought of friendſhip ; one muſt fall. | 
Pen. Curſe on thy friendſhip, I wou'd break the band, 
Gail. That as you pleaſe—Beſide, this place is ſacred, 
And wo'not be profan'd with brawls and outrage, 
lou know I dare be found on any ſummons. / i 
Pem. Tis well. My vengeance ſhall not loiter long. 
© Henceforward let the thoughts of our paſt lives 
Be turn'd to deadly and remorſeleſs hate, 
Here I give up the empty name of friend, 
= Renounce all Ke all commerce with thee, 
I To death defy thee as my mortal foe; 
And when we meet again, may ſwift deſtruQion 
Kid me of thee, or rid me of myſelf. [Exit Pembroke, 
' Cuil. The fate I ever fear'd, is fall'n upon me; 
And long ago my boding heart divin d 
A breach, like this, from his ungovern'd rage. 
Oh, Pembroke! Thou haſt done me muck injuſtice, 
1 For I have borne thee true unfeign'd 00 5 
Iis paſt, and thou art loſt to me for ever. 
Love is, or ought to be, our greateſt bliſs ; 
2% Since ev'ry other joy, how dear ſoever, 
3 Gives way to that, and we leave all for love. 
At the i imperieu tyrant's __ call, 
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In ſpite of reaſon and reſtraint we come, 9 
Leave kindred, parents, and our native home. 9 
The trembling maid, with all her fears he charm, 
And pulls her from her weeping mother's arms : $ 
" "He laughs at all her leagues, and in proud ſcorn 3 
Commands the bands of friendſhip to be torn ; 4 
Diſdains a partner ſhould partake his throne, k 
But reigns unbounded, lawleſs, and alone, [Exit. % 
"RE BL. SCENE £ 4 
SCENE, The Tower. . 

Enter PrviBROKE and GarDiNER. 1 


GARDINER. 

AY, by the rood, my Lord, you were to blinks 
To let a hair-brain'd paſſion be your puide, 
And hurry you into ſuch mad extremes. 

Marry, you might have made much worthy profit, 

Buy patient hearing; the unthinking Lord 
Had brought forth ev'ry ſecret of his ſoul, _ 

Then when you were the maſter of his boſom, 

That was the time to uſe him with contempt, 

And turn his friendſhip back upon his hands. 

Pem. Thou talk'ſt as if a madman cou'd be wiſe, 
Oh, Wincheſter! Thy hoary frozen age 
Can never gueſs my pain; can never know 
The burning tranſports of untam'd deſire. 

I tell thee, rev' rend lord, to that one bliſs, 

To the enjoyment of that lovely maid, i i 
As to their centre, I had drawn each hope, 4 
And ev'ry. with my furious foul cou'd form: Y 
Still with regard to that my brain forethought, Wi 
And faſhion'd ev'ry action of my life. + 
Then, to be robb'd at once, and unſuſpecting, 9 
Be daſh'd in all the height of expectation! 

It was not to be borne. 
Gar. Have you not heard of what has happen'd Gnce? 
Pem. I have not had a minute's peace of mind, 
A moment's pauſe, to reſt from rage, or think. 


Gar. 
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Gar. Learn it from me then: But e'er I ſpeak, 
I warn you to be maſter of yourſelf. 
Though, as you know, wy have confin'd me long, 
Gra'mercy to their goodneſs, pris'ner here; 
Yet as I am allow'd to walk at large 
Within the Tower, and hold free ſpeech with any, 
J have not dreamt away my thoughtleſs hours, 
it, Without good heed to theſe our righteous rulers. 

> To prove this true, this morn a truſty ſpy 


P 
8 
5 


ed .- 


Has brought me word, that yeſter ev'ning late, 
3 In ſpite of all the grief for Edward's death, 
Four friends were warf. 
Pem. Marry'd! who? Damagtion 
Gar. Lord Guilford Dudley, and the Var Jane, 
.Pem, Curſe on my ſtars! 
Gar. Nay, in the name of Grace, 
Reſtrain this ſinful paſſion; all's not loſt 
In this one ſingle woman. 
Pem. I have loſt | 
More than the female world can give me back. 
I had beheld even her whole ſex, unmov'd, 
> Lepk'd o'er em, like a bed of gaudy flowers, 
That lift their painted heads, and live a day, 
Then ſhed their rrifling glories unregarded : 
My heart diſdain'd their beauties, till ſhe came, 
With ev'ry grace that Nature's hand could give, 
And with a mind ſo great, it ſpoke 1 its eſſence 
Immortal and divine. 
1 Car. She was a wonder; | — 
4 Detraction muſt allow that, — 
i! 
i 


Pen. The virtuous came, 

So ted in gentle fellowſhip, to crown — 

As if they meant to mend each other's work. 

Candour with goodneſs, fortitude with ſweetneſs, 

Strict piety, and love of truth, with learning, 

More than the ſchools of Athens ever knew. 

Or her own Plato taught. A wonder! Wincheſter !. 

Thou know'ſt not what ſhe was, nor can [ ſpeak het, 

More than to fay, ſhe was that only bleſſing. 

My ſoul was ſet upon, and L have loſt her. 
Gar. Your ſtate is not ſo bad as you wou'd make it; 

Nor need you thus abandon ev'ry hope. 


J. 2 Pen. 


But there are puniſhments 
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Pem. Ha! Wo't thou ſave me, ſnatch me from de- 
| ſpair, | 
And bid me live again. 

Gar. She may be yours, 
Suppoſe her husband die. 

Pem, O vain, vain hope! 

Gar. Marry, I do not hold that hope ſo vain. 
Thele goſpellers have had their golden days, 
And lorded it at will ; with proud deſpite 
Have trodden down our holy Roman faith, 
Ranſack'd our ſhrines, and diiv'n her ſaints to exile, 


But if my divination fail me not, 


Their haughty hearts ſhall be abas'd e'er long, 


And feel the vengeance of our Mary's reign. 


Pem. And wouldſt thou have my fierce impatience 
„ 
Bid me lie bound upon a rack, and wait 
For diſtant joys, whole ages yet behind ? 
Can love attend on politician's ſchemes, | 
Expet the flow events of cautious counſels, 


Cold unreſolving heads, and creeping time? 


Gar. To-day, or I amill-inform'd, Northumberland, 
With eaſy Suffolk, Guilford, and the reſt, 
Meet here in council on ſome deep deſign, 
Some traiterous contrivance, to protect 
Their upſtart faith from near approaching ruin, 
Halters and axes 
For traitors, and conſuming flames for heretics ; 
The happy bridegroom may be yet cut ſhort, 
Ev'n in his higheſt hope——But go not you; 
Howe er the fawning fire, old Dudley, court you; 
No, by the holy rood, I charge you, mix not 
With their pernicious counſels. —Miſchief waits em, 


Sure, certain, unavoidable deſtruction. 


Pem. Ha; join with them! the curſed Dudley 3 
race ! 
Who, while they held me in their arms, betray'd me; 
Scorn'd me for not ſuſpecting they were villains, 
And make a mock'ry of my eaſy friendſhip, 
No, when I do, diſhonour be my portion, | 
And ſwift perdition catch me; — join with them ! 


Gar. * f 
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Gar. I wou'd not have you Hie you to the city, 
And join with thoſe that love our ancient faith, 
Gather your friends about you, and be ready 


I' aſſert our zealous Mary's royal title, 


| Retire with me, my Lord; we muſt not meet em. 


Like me he went deſpairing, and like me, 


And doubt not but her grateful hand ſhall give you 
'To ſee your ſoul's defire upon your enemies. 


The church ſhall pour her ample treaſures forth too, 


And pay you with ten thouſand years of pardon. 
Pem. No; keep your bleſſiogs back and give me ven- 
geance. 
Give me to tell that ſoft deceiver, Guilford, 
Thus, traitor, haſt thou done, thus baſt thou « wrong'd 
me, 
And thas thy treaſon finds a juſt reward, 
Gar, But ſoft! no more! the Lords o' the council 
come. 
Ha ! by the maſs, the bride and bridegroom t. too ! 


Pem; Tis they themſelves, the curſed happy pair? 
Haſte, Wincheſter, haſte ! let us fly for ever, 
And drive her from my very thoughts, if poſhble, _ 
Oh! Love, what have 1 loſt! Oh! reverend Lord! 
Pity this fond, this, fooliſh weakneſs in me! 2 
Methinks, I go like our firſt wretched father, 

When from his bliſsful garden he was driven: 


Thus at the gate ſtopt ſhort for one laſt view)! 


Then with the cheerleſs partner of his woe, 
He turn'd him to the world that lay below: 
There, for his Eden's happy plains, beheld 
A barren, wild, uncomfortable field; | 
He ſaw *'twas vain the ruin to deplore, I 
He try'd to give the ſad remembrance o'er; 
The fad remembrance ſtill return'd again, i 
And his loſt paradiſe renew'd his pain. | = 
LExeunt Pembroke and Gardiner, 4 


Enter Lord GuiLFoRD and Lads Jaws. 5 | 


Cuil. What ſhall I ſay to thee | What power divine | 
Will teach my tongue to tel] thee what I feel? * | q 


C 3 'To 


* 
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To pour the tranſports of my boſom forth, 
And make thee partner of the joy dwells there? 
For thou art comfortleſs, full of affliction, 
Heavy ot heart as the forſaken widow, 

And deſolate as orphans Oh! my fair one! 
Thy Edward ſhines amongſt the brighteſt ſtars, 


* — * 
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And yet thy ſorrows ſeek him in the grave. 
IL. J. Gray. Alas, my deareſt Lord ! a thouſand 5 
eien | | 9 

Beſet my anxious heart; and yet, as if "A 

'The burthen were too little, I have added | 1 


The weight of all thy cares; and like the miſer, 
ncreaſe of wealth has made me but more wretched, 
The morning light ſeems not to riſe as uſual, 
It draws not to me, like my virgin days, 1 
But brings new thoughts and other fears upon me; 

I tremble, and my anxious heart is pain d, 

Leſt aught but good ſhou'd happen to my Guilford, 


Cuil. Nothing but good can happen to thy Guilford, 3 
While thou art by his fide, his better angel, ; AN 
His bleſſing and his guard, | 1 1 
L. J. Gray. Why came we hither ? 4 
Why was | drawn to this unlucky place, 1 


This Tower, fo often ſtain'd with royal blood? 1 
Here the foerth Edward's helpleſs ſons were murder'd, ; 
And pious Henry fell by ruthleſs Glou'ſter: N 
Is this the place allotted for rejoicing ? ' 2 
The bower adorn'd to keep our nuptial feaſt in? —_— 
Methinks ſuſpicion and diſtruſt dwell here, | =_ 
Staring with meagre forms thro' grated windows; 3] 
Death lurks within, and unrelenting puniſhment ; YN 
Without, grim danger, fear, and fie rceſt power \7 
Sit on the rude old tow'rs, and Gothic battlements: 7 
While horror overlooks the dreadful wall, 
And frowns on all around. 

Cuil. lu faſety here, 
The lords o' ih council have this morn decreed 
To meet, and with united care ſupport 
The feeble tottering ſtate. To thee, my princeſs, 
Whoſe royzl veins are rich in Henry's blood, 
Wich one conſent the nobleſt heads are bod: 


Fro 
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From thee they aſk a ſanction to their counſels, 

And from thy healing hand expect a cure, 

For England's lols in Edward, 
L. 7. Gray. How ! from me! 

Alas! my Lord—But ſure thou mean'ſt to mock me? 
Cuil. No; by the love my faithful heart is full of! 

But ſee, thy mother, gracious Suffolk comes 

To intercept my ſtory : ſhe ſhall tell thee 

For in her look | read the lab'ring thought, 

W hat vaſt event thy fate is now diſcloſing, 


Enter the Ducheſs of Surroun, 


Duch. Suff. No more complain, indulge thy 0 tears no 
more, 


4 Tby pious grief has giv'n the grave its due: 
Let thy heart kindle with the higheſt hopes; 
Expand thy boſom, let thy ſoul enlarg'd 


Make chem to entertain the coming glory! 
For ajeſty and purple greatneſs court thee 
Homage and low ſubjection wait: a crown, 


That makes the princes of the earth like gods; 


A crown, my daughter, England's crown attends, 
To bind thy brows with its imperial wreath, 

L. 7 Gray. Amazement chills wy veins ! What ſays 

my mother? 
Duch. Sulf. Tis Heav'n's decree; for our expiring 
Edward, 4 

When now, juſk ſtruggling to his native ſkies, 
FE v'n on the verge of Heav'n in fight of angels, 
That hover'd rourd to waft him to the ſtars, 
Ev'n then declar'd my Jane his ſucceſſor. 

L 49 Cou'd Edward do this? Cou'd the dying 

aint 

Bequeath his crown to me ? Oh, fatal bounty 1 
To me ! But tis impoſhble! We dream. 
A thouſand and a thouſand bars oppoſe me, 
Riſe in my way, and intercept my paſſage, 

v'n you, my gracious mother, what muſt you be, 
Ere 1 can be a queen ? 

Duch, Su]. hat, and that only, | 
Thy mother ; loader of that tender name, dine b 

| Than 
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Than all the proud additions pow'r can give. 
Yes, I will give up all my ſhare of greatneſs, 
And live in low obſcurity for ever, 

To ſee thee rais'd, thou darling of my heart, 
And fix'd upon a throne. But ſee; thy father, 
Nortbumberland, with all the council, come 
To pay their vow'd allegiance at thy feet, 
To kneel, and call-thee Queen. 

I. 7. Gray. Support me, Guilford; 
Give me thy aid: ſtay thou my fainting ſoul, 
And help me to repreſs this growing danger. 


Enter SUFFOLK, NorTHUMBERLAND, Lords, and 0+ 
thers of the Privy Council, 


| North. Hail, ſacred Princeſs ! ſprung from ancient 
kings, 

Our England's deareft hope, undoubted offepcing 
Of York and Lancaſter's united line; 
By whoſe bright zeal, by whole victorious faith, 
Guarded and fenc'd around, our pure religion, 
That lamp of truth which ſhines upon our altars, 
Shall lift its golden head, and flouriſh long; 
Beneath whoſe awful nile, and righteous ſceptre, 
The plenteous years ſhall roll in long ſucceſſion ; 
Law ſhall prevail, and ancient right take place, 
Fair liberty ſhall lift her cheerful head, 
Fearleſs of tyranny and proud oppreſſion ; - 
No ſad complaining in our ſtreets ſhall cry, 
But juſtice ſhall be exercis'd in mercy. 1 
Hail, royal Jane! behold, we bend our knees, 2 5 
[ They kneel, 
'The pledge of homage, and thy land's obedience ; 
With humbleſt duty thus we kneel, and own thee 
Our liege, our ſovereign lady, and our queen. 

IL. 7. Gray. Oh, riſe ! 


My father, riſe! e Suff. 


And you my father, tool! [7 North. 


Riſe all, nor cover me with this confuſion, [They £4 


What means this mock, this maſking ſhew of greatneſs ? 
Why do you hang theſe pageant glories on me, 
And dreſs me up in honours not my own? 


Nerth, | 


. 
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1 North, The daughters of our late great Maſter Henry, 


Stand both by law excluded from ſucceſhon. 


| 4 To make all firm, 


And fix a power unqueſtion'd in your hand, 


1 j Edward, by will, bequeath'd his crown to you: 
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And the concurring lords in council met, 


4 
5 Have ratify'd the gift, 


L. J. Gray. Are crowns and empire, 
The government and ſafety of mankind, 


1 Triſles of ſuch light moment, to be left 


Like ſome rich toy, a ring, or fancy'd gem, | 
The pledge of parting friends ? .Can kings do thus, 
And give away a people for a legacy ? | 

North, Forgive me, princely lady, if my wonder 
Seizes each ſenſe, each faculty of mind, 
To ſee the utmoſt wiſh the great can form, 
A crown, thus coldly met: A crown, which lighted, 
And left in ſcorn by you, ſhall ſoon be ſought, 
And find a joyful wearer ;z one, perhaps, 
Of blood, unkindred to your royal houſe, 
And fix its glories in another line. | 
L. F. Gray. Where art thou now, thou partner of my | 
| cares? | [Turning to Guilford, 
Come to my aid, and help to bear this burthen : | 
Oh! ſave me from this ſorrow, this misfortune, 


1 Which in the ſhape of gorgeous greatneſs comes 


To crown, and make a wretch of me for ever. 
_ Gail. Thou weep'ſt my queen, and hang ſt thy droop- 
| ing heady”; ©: 
Like nodding poppies, heavy with the rain, 
That bow their weary necks, and bend to earth, 
See, by thy fide, thy faithful Guilford ſtands, 
Prepar'd to keep diſtreſs and danger from thee, 


|; To wear thy ſacred cauſe upon his ſword, 


And war againſt the world in thy defence. 
North. Oh! ſtay this inauſpicious ſtream of tears, 
And cheer your people with one gracious ſmile, 
Nor comes your fate in ſuch a dreadful form, 
To bid you ſhun it. Turn thoſe ſacred eyes 
On the bright proſpect empire ſpreads before you. 
Metbinks : 
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The flatter'd idol of a ſervile court ? 

Is it, in wantoneſs of pow'r to reign, 

And make the world ſubſervient to my pleaſure 2 
And at my hand, I know, thou ſhalt require 'em? 2 


Have more to anſwer for before my judge, 
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Methinks I ſee you ſeated on the throne; 

Beneath your feet the kingdom's great degrees 

In bright confuſion ſhine, mitres and coronets, 

The various ermin, and the glowing purple? 

Aſſembled ſenates wait with awful dread, 

To firm your high commands, and make em fate. 
IL. J. Gray. You turn to view the painted ſide of 

royalty, 

And cover all the cares that lurk beneath. 

Is it, to be a queen, to ſit aloft, 

In ſolemn}; dull, uncomfortable ſtate, 


Is it, to draw a pompous train along, 
A pageant, for the wond'ring croud to gaze at ? 


Is it not rather, to be greatly wretched, 

To watch, to toil, take a ſacred charge, 

To bend each day before high Heaven, and own, 
This people haſt thou.truſted to, my hand, 


Alas! Northumberland My father !—Is it not 
To live a life of care, and when I die, 


Than any of my ſubjects ? 

Duch. Suff. Ev'ry ſlate 
Allotted to the race of man below, 
Is, in proportion, doom'd to taſte. ſome ſorrow, 
Nor is the golden wreath on a king's brow: 
Exempt from care; and yet, who would not bear it? 
Think on the monarchs of our royal race, 


They liv'd not for themſelves : how many bleſſin gs, 


How many lifted hands ſhall pay thy toil, 
If, for thy people's good, thou happ'ly borrow: 
Some portion from the hours of reſt, and wake. 
To give the world repoſe! _ 

Suff. Behold, we ftand upen the brink of ruin, 
And only thou. eanſt ſave us. Perſecution, 
That fiend of Rome and hell, prepares her tortures; 
See where ſhe comes in Mary's prieſtly train! 
Still wo't thou doubt? till thou behold her ſtalk, 
Red with the blood of martyrs, and wide waſting 


O'er 
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1: Aal. LADY JANE GRAT. 
Oer England's boſom ? All the mourning year 
Our towns ſhall glow with unextinguiſh'd fires ; 
Our youth on racks ſhall ſtretch their crackling bones; 
O.ur babes ſhall ſprawl on conſecrated ſpears ; 
Matrons and huſbands, with their new-born infants, 
Shall burn promiſcuous ; a continu'd peal 

Of lamentations, groans, and ſhricks ſhall ſound 

> Through all our purple ways. 
# Guil. Amidſt that ruin, 
1 Think thou behold'ſt thy Guilford's head laid low, 

> Bloody and pale 
5 L. 7. Gray. Oh! ſpare the dreadful image! 
Cuil. Oh! wou'd the- miſery be bounded there, 

My life were little ; but the rage of Rome 

Demands whole hecatombs, a land of victims. 

With ſuperſtition comes that other ſiend, | 
That bane of peace, of arts and virtue, tyranny ; 3 
That foe of juſtice, ſcorner of all law; 

That beaſt, which thinks mankind were born for one, 
And made by Heav'n to be a monſter's prey; 

That heavieſt curſe of groaning nations, tyranny, 
Mary ſhall, by her Kindred Spain, be taught 

'To bend our necks beneath a brazen, yoke, 

And rule o'er wretches with an iron ſceptre. 

L. J. Gray. Avert that aged Heaven! 

0 Whate'er thy providence allots for me, 

3 


In mercy ſpare my country. 
Guil. Oh, my queen! 


9 Does not thy great, thy generous heart relent, i 

wn To think this land, for liberty ſo fam'd, 1 

1 Shall have her tow'ry front at once laid low, 
4 And robb'd of all its glory? Oh! my country.! J 
9 Oh! faireſt Albion, empreſs of the deep, i J 
4 How have thy nobleſt ſons, with ſtubborn valour, 1 
5 Stood to the laſt, dy'd many a field in blood, ; 

1 In dear defence of birth - right and their laws! | 

\ And ſhall thoſe hands, which ought the cauſe of free- 4 

dom, 

Be manacled in biſe unworthy opa; : 


Be tamely yielded up, the ſpoil, the llayes 
Of Save: brain'd zeal, and cruel coward prieſts? _ 
FA T. 7. Cray. 
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L. J. Cray. Yes, my lov'd Lord, my ſoul is moy'd, 
like thine, | fo: 

At ev'ry danger which invades our Englandy _ 
My cold heart kindles at the great occaſion, 5 
And cou'd be more than man in her defence. 0 
But where is my commiſſion to redreſs? 9 
Or where my pow'r to ſave? Can Edward's will, 1 
Or twenty met in council, make a queen 5 1 
Can you, my Lords, give me the pow'r to canvaſs | 
A doubtful title with King Henry's daughters? 
Where are the rev'rend ſages of the law, 5 1 
To guide me with their wiſdoms, and point out 1 
The paths which right and juſtice bid me tread? _ 

North, The Judges all attend, and will at leiſure 
Reſolve you ev'ry ſcruple. 

L. F. Gray. They expound ; 
But where are thoſe, my Lord, that make the law? 
Where are the ancient honours 'of the realm, 
The nobles, with the mitred fathers join'd ? 
The wealthy commons ſolemnly aſſembled ? 
Where is that voice of a conſenting people, 
To pledge the univerſal faith with mine, 
And call me juſtly queen? 

North, Nor ſhall that long 
Be wanting to your wiſh: the Lords and Commons 
Shall at your royal bidding, ſoon aſſemble, | 
And with united homage own your title, 3 
Delay not then to meet the general wiſh, 2 
But be our queen, be England's better angel, 
Nor let miſtaken piety betray you 
To join with cruel Mary in our ruin: 
Her bloody faith commands her to deſtroy, 
And your's forbids to fave. | 

Guil. Our foes, already | 
High in their hopes, devote us all to death: | 
The droniſh monks, the ſcorn and ſhame of manhood, 
Rouze and prepare once more'to take poſſeſſion, | 
To neſtle in their ancient hives again; . 
Again they furbiſh up their holy trumpery, 1 61 
Relicks, and wooden wonder -working ſaints 
oe loads of lumber and religious rubbiſh, 

In high Proceſion mean to bring them back, PI 

2 N 
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And place the puppets in their ſhrines again: 
While thoſe of keener malice, ſavage Bonner, 
And deep-defigning Gard'ner, dream of vengeance z 
Devour the blood of innocents, in hope ; 
Like vultures, ſnuff the ſlaughter in the wind, 
And ſpeed their flight to havock and the prey. 
'Z Haſte then, and ſave us, while 'tis given to ſave 
-Z Your country, your religion. 
*® MNerth., Save your friends! 

Suff. Your father! 

Duch. Suff. Mother ! 

Cuil. Huſband ! 5 

L. J. Gray. Take me, crown me, 
Inveſt me with this royal wretchedneſs; 
Let me not know one happy minute more. 
Let all my ſleepleſs nights be ſpent in care, 
My days be vex'd with tumults and alarms; 
If only I can fave you, if my fate 
Has mark'd me out to be the public victim, 
I take the lot with joy. Yes, I will die 
For that eternal truth my faith is fix'd on, 
And that dear native land which gave me birth, 
Cuil. Wake ev ry tuneful inſtrument to tell it, 
And let the trumpet's iprizhtly note proclaim 
My Jane is England's queen! let the loud cannon, 
In peals of thunder, ſpeak it to Auguſta; 
Imperial Thames, catch thou the ſacred ſound, 
And roll it to the ſubje& ocean down : 
Tell the old deep, and all thy brother floods, 
My Jane is empreſs of the wat'ry world ! 
Now with glad fires our bloodleſs ſtreets ſhall ſhine : 
With cries of joy our cheerful ways ſhall ring; 


Thy name ſhall echo thro the reſcu'd ifle, 
And reach applauding heaven! 
JB Fo Gray, Oh, Guilford-! what do we give up fox 
lor 
WW * 2 's a toy I would not purchaſe, 
An idle, empty bubble. But for England! 
What muſt we loſe for that! Since then my fate 
Has forc'd this hard exchange upon my will, 
Let gracious heaven allow me one requeſt 


Foz 
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For that bleſt peace in which I once did dwell, 

For books, retirement, and my ſtudious cell, 

For all thoſe joys my happier days did prove, 

For Plato, and his academick grove; 

All that I afk, is, tho' my fortune frown, 

And bury me beneath this fatal crown; 

Let that one good be added to my doom, 

To lave this land from tyranny and Rome. [Excunt. 


ACT IV. SCENE L 
SCENE continues. 


Enter PEmBROKE and GaRDIX ER. 


GARDINER. 


R an unlucky and accurſed hour 
Set forth that traitor Duke, that proud Northum- 
berland, 
To draw his ſword upon the fide of hereſy, 
And war againſt our Mary's royal right: 
III fortune fly before, and pave his way 
With diſappointments, miſchief, and defeat ; 
And thou, O holy Becket, the protector, 
The champion, and the martyr of our church, 
Appear, and once more own the cauſe of Rome; ; 
Beat down his lance, break thou his ſword in battle, 
And cover'foul rebellion with confuſion. 
Pem. I ſaw him marching at his army's head; 
JI mark'd him iſſuing thro? the city-gate 
Tn harneſs all appointed, as he paſs'd ; 
And (for he wore his beaver up cou'd read 
Upon his viſage, horror and diſmay, 
No voice of cheerful ſalutation cheer'd him, 
None wiſh'd his arms might thrive, or bade God freed 
him; 
But through a ſtaring ghaſtly looking 984 
Unhail'd, unbleſs'd, with heavy heart he went: 
As if his traitor father's haggard ghoſt, 
And Somerſet freſh bleeding from the axe, 
On either hand had uſher'd him to ruin, 


| Card. 


. "HM 4. *** S : . 4 74 
K* ne cab x? renn . I —_ OE Az 
: Wag” > u "I od PI . * 5 wad. . r r 2 Ii Th 
En > Ms -þ I aoged. E — 3 3 2 8 X = 
— * — 1 * . - 


bd 
8 8 


FCC e n 3 

. = 3 3 0; he 

* of BS vey 3 WY. as 24 FI " % * r 1 , * . 
- F wat LI" pd . s r 

—_ an * . 2 


| 
** 

3 

% Act 1 V o 
12 0 

5. 

2 


LADY JANE GRAY. 29 
Gard. Nor ſhall the holy vengeance loiter long. 


At Farmingham in Suffolk, lies the queen, 
Mary, our pious miſtreſs; where each day 
The nobles of the land, and ſwarming populace 


Gather, and lift beneath her royal enſigns. 


The fleet commanded by Sir Thomas Jerningham, 
Set out in warlike manner to oppoſe her, 
With one conſent have join'd to own her cauſe : 


The valiant Suſſex, and Sir Edward Haſtings, 


With many more of note are up in arms, 
7 And all declare for her. 


Pem, The citizens, x 
Who held the noble Somerſet right dear, 
Hate this aſpiring Dudley and his race, 
And wou'd, upon the inſtant, join t'oppoſe him 
Could we but draw {ome of the lords o' th? council 
T' appear among em, own the ſame deſign, 
And bring the rev'rend ſanction of authority 
To lead em into action. For that purpoſe, 
To thee, as to an oracle I come, 
To learn what fit expedient may be found, 
To win the wary council to our fide. 1 
Say thou, whoſe head is grown thus ſilver-white, 
In arts of government, and turns of ſtate, 
How may we blaſt our enemies with ruin, 
And ſink the curs'd Northumberland to hell. 


Gar. In happy time be your whole wiſh accompliſh'dz | 


Since the proud Duke ſet out, I have had conference, 
As fit occaſion ſerv'd, with divers of 'em; 

The Earl of Arundel, Maſon, and Cheyney, 

And find *em all diſpos'd as we cou'd aſk. 

By holy Mary, if I count aright, 

To-day the better part ſhall leave this place, 

And meet at Baynard's caſtle in the city; 

There own our ſovereign's title, and defy 


Jane and her goſpel-crew. But hie you hence! 


This place is ſtill within our foes command, 
Their puppet- queen reigns here. 

Enter an Officer with a Guard. 

Off. Seize on em both, ADE An CFE 

[Guards ſeize Pembroke and Gardiner. 

32 | My 
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My Lord, you are a pris'ner to the Rate, 

Pem. Ha! by whoſe order ? 

Of. By the Queen's command, 
Sign'd and deliver'd by Lord Guilford Dudley. 

Pem, Curſe on his traitor's heart! 

Gard, Reſt you contented : 
You have loiter'd here too long; but uſe your patience, ' 
Theſe bonds ſhall not be laſting. 

OF. As for you, Sir, [To Gardiner. 
*Tis the Queen's pleaſure you be cloſe confin'd : 
You've us'd that fair permiſſion was allow'd you, 
To walk at large within the Tower, unworthily, 
You're noted for an over-buſy medler, 
A ſecret practiſer againſt the ſtate; 
For which, henceforth, your limits ſhall be ſtraiter. 
Hence! to your chamber, 

Gar, Farewell, gentle Pede 
I truſt that we ſhall meet on blither terms: 
Till then, amongſt niy beads, I will remember you, 
| Ard give you to the keeping of the ſaivts. 

[Exeunt part of the Guards with Gardiner; 

Pem. Now, whither muſt I go ? 
Of. This way, my Lord. | [ Going off. 


Enter. GuiLrord. 
Guil, Hold, Captain ! E'er 2” g, I have a word 


or two 
For this your noble pris'ner. 

Off. At your pleaſure: 

I know my duty, and attend your Lordſhip. 
e Officer and Guard retire t9 the furtheſt 
part of the ſtave. 

Cuil. Is all te gentleneſs that was betwixt us 
So loſt, ſo ſwept away from thy remembrance, 
Thou canſt not look upon me? 

Pem. Ha! not look ? . 
What terrors are there in the Dudley's race, 
That Pembroke dares not look upon and ſcorn ? 
And yet, 'tis true, 1 wou'd not look upon thee ; 
Our eyes avoid to look on what we hate, 

As well as what we fear. 

Cuil. You hate me, then! 


Act IV. 


Pem. I do; and wiſh perdition may o'ertake' 
Thy father, thy falſe ſelf, and thy whole name. 
Guil, And yet as ſure as rage diſturbs thy reaſon, 
And maſters all the noble nature in thee, 
As lure as thou halt wrong'd me, I am come 
In tenderneſs of friendſhip to preſerve thee ; 
To plant ev'n all the pow'r I have before thee, 
And fence thee from deſtruction with my life. 
Pem. Friendſhip from thee ! But my juſt ſoul diſ- 
dains thee. 
Hence! take the voſttored bauble back, 


Hang it to grace ſome ſlavering ideot's neck, 


For none but fools will praiſe the tinſel toy. 

But thou art come, perhaps to vaunt thy greatneſs, 
And ſet thy purple pomp to view before me; 
To let me know that Guilford is a king, 

That he can ſpeak the word, and give me freedom. 
Oh! Short-liv'd pageant ! Hadſt thou all the pow'r 
Which thy vain ſoul wou'd graſp at, I would die, 
Rot in a dungeon, ere receive a grace, 


The leaft, the meaneſt courteſy from thee, 


Gail, Oh! Pembroke! But I have not time to talk, 
For danger preſſes danger unforeſeen, 
And ſecret as the ſhaft that flies by night, 
Is aiming at thy life. Captain, a word! 


I take your pris' ner to my proper charge; 

Draw off your Guard, and leave his ſword with me. 

[The Officer delivers the ſword to Earn Guilford, 
and goes out with his Guard, 


[ Lord Guilford Hering the ſword to Pembroke. 
Receive this gift, ev'n from a rival's hand; 


And if thy rage will ſuffer thee to hear 
The counſel of a man once call'd thy friend, 
Fly from this fatal place, and ſeek thy ſafety. 


Pem, How no-]! What ſhew ? What mockery 15 
this? 

Js it in ſport you uſe me thus: What means 

This ſwift fantaſtic changing of the ſcene ? 
Cuil. Oh! take thy ſword; and let thy valiant hand 

Be ready arm'd to guard thy noble life: 


The time, the danger, and the wild impatience, 


D 3 | Fo bid 
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42 LADY JANE GRAY. Act IV. A 

Forbid me all to enter into ſpeech with thee, 8 

Or I cou'd tell thee 4 
Pem. No, it needs not, traitor ! 

For all thy poor, thy little arts are known. 


Thou fear'ſt my vengeance, and art come to fawn, 
To make a merit of that proffer'd freedom, 
Which, in deſpite of thee, a day ſhall give me. 
Nor can my fate depend on thee, falſe Guilford ; 
For know, to thy confuſion, ere the ſun 
Twice gild the eaſt, our royal Mary comes 
To end thy pageant reign, and ſet me free. £ 
Cuil. Ungrateful and unjuſt ! Haſt thou then known 
me | 
So little, to accuſe my heart of fear? 
Haſt thou forgotten Muſſelborough's field ? 
Did I then fear, when by thy ſide I fought, 
And dy'd my maiden ſword in Scottiſh blood! 
But this is madneſs all. | 
Pen. Give me my ſword, [Taking his ſword, I 
Perhaps, indeed, I wrong thee, Thou haſt thought; 3 
And conſcious of the injury thou haſt done me, 
Art come to proffer me a ſoldier's juſtice, 
And meet my arm in (ingle oppoſition, 
Lead then, and let me follow to the field. | 
Cuil. Yes, Pembroke, thou ſhalt ſatisfy thy ven- 
geance, 8 
And write thy bloody purpoſe on my boſom, 
But let death wait to-day, By our paſt friendſhip, 
In honour's name, by ev'ry ſacred tie, 
1 beg thee ask no more, but haſte from hence. | 
Pem. What myſtic meaning lurks beneath thy words? 
What fear is this, which thou wou'd{t awe my foul 
Wit!!! | | 
Is there a danger Pembroke dares not meet ? 35 
Cuil. Oh! ſpare my tongue a tale of guilt and 
horror. | 3 
Truſt me this once: believe me when I tell thee, 
Thy ſafety and thy life is all I ſeek, 
Away. | aL 
Pen. By Heav'n! I wo'not ſtir a ſtep. _ 
Curſe on this ſhufling, dark, ambiguous phraſe, 
If thou woud'ſt have me think thou mean'ſt me ay” : 
= pea 
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Speak with that plainneſs honeſty delights in, 
And let thy double tongue for once be true, 
Guil, Forgive me, filial piety and nature, 


If thus compell'd, I break your ſacred laws, 


Reveal my father's crime, and blot with infamy 

The hoary head of him who gave me being, 

To ſave the man whom my ſoul loves, from death. 
| [ Giving a paper, 

Read there the fatal purpoſe of thy foe, 

A thought which wounds my ſoul with ſhame and hor- 

ror! | 
Somewhat that darkneſs ſhou'd have hid for ever, 
But that thy life—Say, haſt thou ſcen that character? 


Pem. | know it well; the hand of proud Northum— 
berland, | 


Directed to his minions, Gates and Palmer, 
What's this ? | 


[ Reads. 


Remember, with your cloſeſt care, 19 obſerve thoſe 


whom I nam'd to you at parting ; eſpecially keep 
your eye upon the Earl of Pembroke ; as his power 
and intereſt are moſt conſiderable, ſo his oppoſition 
will be moſt fatal to us. Remember the reſolution 


aba taken, if you ſhould find bim inclin'd to our e- 


nemies , The forms of juſtice are tedious, and de- 
lays are dangerous. If he falters, loſe not the 
/[ight of him till your daggers have reach'd his heart. 


My heart ! Oh, murd'rous villain ! 

Cuil. Since he parted, 
Thy ways have all been watch'd, thy ſteps been mark'd; 
Thy ſecret treaties with the malecontents 
That harbour in the city, thy conferring 
With Gard'ner here in the Tower ; all is known's : 
And, in purluance of that bloody andere 
A ſer of choſen ruſhtans wait to end thee. 
There was but one way Icic me to preſerve thee 
I took it ; and this morning {ent my warrant 


* 


To ſeize upon thy perſon— But be gone! 


Pem, Tis fo—'tis truth ſce his honeſt hear. 


Cuil. 
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Cuil. | have a friend of well try'd faith and courage, 
Who, with a fit diſguiſe, and arms conceal'd, 
Attends without to guide thee hence in ſafety, 
Pem. What is Northumberland ? And what art thou? 
 Guil. Waſte not the time, Away! 
Pem. Here let me fix, 
And gaze with everlaſting wonder on thee, 


What is there good or excellent in man, 


That is not found in thee ? thy virtues flaſh, 
They break at once on my aſtoniſh'd ſoul; 


As if the curtains of the dark were drawa, 


To let in day at midnight, 
Guil. Think me true; 

And tho' ill fortune croſs'd upon our friendſhip 
Pem. Curſe on our fortune l- think I know thee 

honeſt, 

Guil. For ever I could hear thee—but thy life — 

Oh, Pembroke ! linger not 
Pem. And can | leave thee 


E'er | have claſp'd thee in my eager arms, 


And giv'n thee back my fad repenting heart? 
Believe me, Guilford, like the patriarch's dove, 
[Emb racing. 
It wander'd "ADR but found no reſting place, | 
Till it came home again to lodge with thee. 
Guil. What is there that my ſoul can more delice, 
'Than theſe dear marks of returning friendſhip ? 
The danger comes If you ſtay longer here, 
You die, my Pembroke. 
Pem. Let me ſtay and die 
For if I go, I go to work thy rain. 
Thou know'ſt not what a foe thou ſend'ſt me forth, 
That L have ſworn deſtruction to the queen, 
And pledg'd my faith to Mary and her cauſe :: 
My honour is at ſtake. 
Cuil. I know 'tis given. | 
But go—the ſtronger thy engagements there, 
The more's thy danger here. There is a power 
Who fits above the ſtars; in him I truſt; 
All that I have, his bounteous hand beſtow vs: 
And he that gave it, can preſerve it to me. 
1 his o er- ruling will ordains my ruin, 


What is there more, but to fall down before him, 
And humbly yield obedience ! Fly! be gone! 
Pem. Les, I will go—for ſee ! behold who comes! 
Oh, Guilford ! hide me, ſhield me from her ſight; 
Ev'ry mad paſhon kindles up again, 
Love, rage, deſpair—and yet I will be maſter— 
I will remember thee Oh, my torn heart! 
I have a thouſand thouſand things to ſay, 
But cannot, dare not {tay to look on her, 
Thus gloomy ghoſts, whene'er the breaking morn 
Gives notice of the cheerful ſun's return, 
Fade at the light, with horror ſtand oppreſs'd, 
And ſhrink before the purple dawning eaſt ; 
Swift with the fleeting ſhades they wing their way, 
And dread the brightneſs of the riſing day. 


LExeuni Guilford and Pembroke, 


Enter Lady Jans, reading. 


L. J. Cray. Dis falſe ! The thinking ſoul is ſome- | 


| what more 

Than ſymmetry of atoms well diſpos'd, 

& The harmony of matter. Farewell elſe 

„ The hope of all hereafter, that new life, - 
„ That ſeparate intellect, which muſt ſurvive, 
«© When this ſine frame is moulder'd into duſt.” 


Enter GuiLlrorD. 


Guil. What read'ſt thou there, my queen ? 

L. 7. Gray. "Tis Plato's Phædon; 
Where dying Socrates takes leave of life, 
With ſuch an eaſy, careleſs, calm indifference, 
As if the trifle were of no account, 
Mean in itſelf, and only to be worn 
In honour of the giver, 

Cuil. Shall thy foul 
Still ſcorn the world, ſtill fly the joys that court 
Thuy blooming beauty, and thy tender youth? 
Still ſhall ſhe ſoar on contemplation's wing, 
And mix with nothing meaner than the ftars ; 
As heaven and immortality alone 


Were 
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456 LADY JANE GRAY, Aa iv. 


Were objects worthy to employ her faculties. 


L. J. Gray. Bate but thy truth, what is there here 
below 


Deſerves the leaſt regard? Is it not time 
To bid our ſouls look out, explore hereafter, 
And ſeek ſome better ſure abiding place ; 
When all around our gathering foes come on, 
To drive, to ſweep us from this world at once ? 
Cuil. Does any danger new 
L. F. Gray. The faithleſs counſellors 
Are fled from hence to join the Princeſs Mary. 
The ſervile herd of courtiers, who ſo late 
In low obedience bent the knee before me; 
They, who with zealous tongues, and hands uplifted, 
Beſought me to defend their laws and faith ; 
Vent their lewd execrations on my name, 
Proclaim me trait'reſs now, and to the ſcaffold 
Doom my devoted head. 
Guil. The changeling villains! x 
That pray for ſlavery, fight for their bonds, 
And ſhun the bleſſing, liberty, like ruin. 
What art thou, human nature, to do thus ? 
Does fear or folly make thee like-the Indian, 
Fall down before this dreadful devil, ons. 
And worſhip the deſtroyer ? 
But wherefore do [ loiter tamely here ? 
Give me my arms: I will preſerve my country, 
_ Ev'a in her own deſpite. Some friends I have. 
Who will or die or conquer in thy cauſe, 
Thine and religion's, thine and England's cauſe. 
L. F. Gray. Art thou not all my treaſure, all my 
| guard ? | 
And wo't thou take from me the only joy, 
The laſt defence is left me here below? 
Think not thy arm can ſtem the driving torrent, 
Or ſave a people, who, with blinded rage, 
Urge their own fate, and ſtrive to be undone.. 
Northumberland, thy father, is in arms; 
And if it be in valour to defend us, 


His ſword, that long has known the way to conqueſt, 
Shall be our foreſt ſafety. 


Enter 
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Enter the Dube of Surrork. 
Suff. Oh! my children! 
L. J. Gray. Alas ! what means my father ? 
Suff. Oh ! my ſon, 
Thy father, great Northumberland, on whom 
Our deareſt hopes were built————— 
Guil, Ha! What of him? 
Suff. Is loſt ! betray'd ! 
His army, onward as he march'd, ſhrunk from him, 
Moulder'd away, and melted by his fide ; 
Like falling hail thick ſtrewt upon the ground, 1 
Which, e'er we can eſſay to count, is vaniſh'd, 
With ſome few followers he arriv'd at Cambridge; 
But there ev'n they forſook him, and himſelf 
Was forc'd, with heavy heart and wat'ry eye, 
To caft his cap up, with diſſembled cheer, 
And cry, God ſave Queen Mary. But alas ! 
Little avail'd the ſemblance of that loyalty : 
For ſoon thereafter, by the Earl of Arundel, 
With treaſon he was charg'd, and there arreſted ; 
And now he brings him pris'ner up to London, 
L. J. Gray. Then there's an end of greatneſs: the 
vain dream 
Of empire, and a crown, that danc'd before me, 
With all thoſe unſubſtantial empty forms, 
Waiting in idle mockery around us; 
The gaudy maſk, tedious, and nothing meaning, F 
Is vaniſh'd all at once—— Why, fare it well. 1 
Gail. And canſt thou bear this ſudden turn of 12 1 
With ſuch unſhaken temper, i 
L. J. Gray. For myſelf, DE 1 
If I could form a wiſh for Heav'n to grant, 
It ſhould have been, to rid me of this crown. 
And thou o'er-ruling, great, all-knowing power ! 
Thou, who diſcern'ſt our thoughts, who ſee'ſt em riſing 
And forming in the ſoul; oh judge me, thou? | 
If &er ambition's guilty fires have warm'd me, 
If &er my heart inclin'd to pride, to power, 
Or join'd in being a queen. I took the ſceptre 
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To fave this land, thy people, and thy altars : 


And now, behold, I bend my grateful knee, [ Kneeling. 


In humble adoration of that mercy, 


Which quits me of the vaſt unequal taſk, 


Enter the Ducheſs of SurFoLk. 


Duch. Suff, Nay, keep that poſture Kill, and let us 
join, 
Fix all our knees by thine, lift up our hands, 


And ſeek for help and pity from above, 


For earth and faithleſs man will pive us none, 
L. J. Gray. What is the worſt our cruel fate ordains us? 
Duch. Suff. Curs'd be my fatal counſels, curs'd my 
tongue, 

That pleaded for thy ruin, and perſuaded 

Thy guiltleſs feet to tread the paths of greatneſs! 

My child | have undone thee | 
. Gray. Oh, my mother ! 

Shou'd I not bear a portion in your ſorrows ? 


Duch. Suff, Alas i thou haſt thy own, a double pore | 


tion, 
Mary is come, and the revolting Londoners, 
Who beat the heav'ns with thy applauded name, 
Now croud to meet, and hail her as their queen, 


Suſſex is enter'd here, commands the tower, 


Has plac'd his guards around, and this ſad place, 


So late thy palace, is become our priſon. 


I ſaw him bend his knee to cruel Gardiner, 
Who, frecd from his confinement, ran to meet him, 
Embrac'd and bleſs'd bim with a hand of blood; 


Each halt'ning moment I expect 'em here, 


To ſeize, ane paſs the doom of death upon us. 


Guil, Ha! ſeiz'd! ma thou be ſeiz'd ? and ſhall 1 N 


land: 


And tamelv "3 thee borne away to death ? 


Then blaſted be my coward-name for ever. 
No, I will ſet myſelf to guard this fpor. 
To which our narrow empire now 3s thrunk ? 


Here will I grow the bulwark of my queen; | 
Ti 5 | Nor 


. 


6 
ns 
Ay 
E275 
7 
* 
4 

5 
xy 
i 


gy meer I SE Enna Eb ey. 


Until my breaſt have borne a thouſand wounds, 


Chief miniſter and chancellor of England. 


My Lord, fatewell. 


J 

— 

E _— * 
— - 


Nor ſhall the hand of violence profane thee, | 


. 

— 
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Till this torn mangled body fink at once YG 
A heap of purple ruin at thy feet. 

L. J Gray. ind could thy raſh diſtracted rage do thus? 
Draw thy vain ſword againſt an armed multitude, 
Only to-have my poor heart ſplit with horror, 
To ſee thee ſtabb'd and butcher'd here before me? 

Oh, call thy better, nobler courage to thee, 

And let us meet this adverſe fate with patience ! 

Greet our inſulting foes with equal tempers, 

With even brows, and fouls ſecure of death; 

Here ſtand unmov'd ; as once the Roman ſenate 
Receiv'd fierce Brennus, and the conquering Gauls, 

Till ev'n the rude Barbarians ſtood amaz'd | 
At ſuch ſuperior virtue. Be thyſelf, | i 
For fee the trial cee!!! 2 ly 
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Enter SUSSEX, Carin, Offeers and Soldiers 


Su. Guards, execute your Geer ſeize the traitors: 
Here my comnnflion ends. To you, my Lord, [To Gar. 
Zo our gicat:miltreſs, royal Mary, bids, pt 7 [ 

J leave the full diſpoſal of theſe pris'ners ; 


To your wile care the pious queen commends 
Her ſacred ſelf, her crown, and what's yet more, 
The holy Roman church; for whoſe dear ſafety, 


She wills: your utmoſt diligence be ſhewn, 
To bring rebellion to the bar of juſtice. | | 4 
Yet farther, to proclaim how much ſhe truſts l 
In Wincheſter's deep thought, and well-try'd faith, 
The ſeal attends to grace thoſe rev'rend hands; 
And when I next ſalute you, I muſt call you 


Gar, Unaumber'd bleſſings fall upon her head, 
My ever gracious lady! to remember 
Wich ſuch: full bcunty her old humble beadſman ! 
For theſe her foes, leave me to deal with them. 
Suſſ. The queen is on her ae and expects me: "BR 
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Car. Farewell, right noble Suſſex: 
Commend me to the queen's grace; ſay her bidding 
Shall be obſery'd by her moſt lowly creature. 

[Exit Suſſex, 

Lieutenant of the Tower, take hence your pris'ners : 
Be it your care to ſee 'em kept apart, 
That they may hold no commerce with each other. 

I. J. Gray. That ſtroke was unexpected. 

Cuil. Wo't thou part us? 


Gar. I hold no ſpeech with heretics and traitors. 


Lieutenant, ſee my orders obey'd, [Exit Gar. 


Cuil. Inhuman, monſtrous, unexampl'd cruelty ! 
Oh, tyrant! but the taſk becomes thee well; 
Thy ſavage temper joys to do death's office; 
To tear the ſacred bands of love aſunder, 
And part thoſe hands which heav'n itſelf had join'd. 
Duch. Suff. To let us waſte the little reſt of = 
Together, had been merciful. 
Suff. Then it had not 
Been done like Wincheſter. 
Cuil. Thou ſtand'ſt unmov'd; 
Calm temper ſits upon thy beauteous brow; - 
Thy eyes, that flow'd ſo faſt for Edward's loſs, 
Gaze unconcern'd upon the ruin round thee; _ 
As if thou had'ſt reſolv'd to brave thy fate, 
And triumph in the midſt of deſolation. 
Ha ! ſee, it ſwells; the liquid cryſtal riſes, 
It ſtarts, in ſpight of thee, but J will catch it; 
Nor let the earth be wet with dew fo rich. 
＋. 7 Gray. And doſt thoy thank, my Guiliord, Ic can 
ee, 
My father, mother, nk ev'n thee my 8 
Torn from my {ide without a pang of ſorrow ? 
How art thou thus unknowing in my heart! 
Words cannot tell thee what I feel. There i is 
An agonizing ſoftneſs buſy here, | 
That tugs the ſtrings, that ſtruggles to get looſe, 
And pour my foul in wailings out before thee. 
Gul. Give way, and let the guſhing torrent come; 
Behold the tears we bring to [well the deluge, 


Till 
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Till the flood riſe upon the guilty world, 
And make the ruin common. my 
L. J. Gray. Guilford! no: | 
The time for render thoughts and ſoft endearments 
Is. fied away and gone: Joy has forſaken us; 
Our hearts l.ave now another part to play; | 
They muſt be ſteel'd with ſome uncommon fortitude, 
That, fearleſs, we may tread the paths of horror ; 


And in deſpite of fortune and our foes, 


Ev'n in the hour of death, be more than conquerors, 
Guil. Oh, teach me! ſay, what energy divine 
Inſpires thy ſofter ſex, and tender 22 
With ſuch unſhaken courage? 
L. J. Gray. Truth and innocence; 
A conſcious knowledge rooted in my heart, 
That to have ſav'd my country was my duty. 
Yes, England, yes, my country, I would fave thee; 
But heav'n forbids, heav'n diſallows my weaknels, 
And to ſome dear ſelected hero's hand 
Reſerves the glory of thy great deliverance. 
Lieut. My Lords, my orders 
Guil, See! we muſt — muſt part. 
I. J. Gray. Yet ſurely we ſhall meet again, 
Cuil. Oh! Where? 
L. 7. Cray. If not on earth, among yon golden 
ars, 
Where other ſuns ariſe on hi earths, 
And happier beings reſt on happier ſeats : 
Where, with a reach inlarg'd, our ſoul ſhall view 
The Great Creator's never ceaſing hand 
Pour forth new worlds to all eternity, 
And people the infinity of ſpace, 
Cuil. Fain wou'd I cheer my heart with hopes like 
theſe ; 
But my fad thoughts turn ever to the grave, 


- To that laſt dwelling, whither now we haſte, 
Where the black ſhade ſhall interpoſe betwixt us, 
And veil thee from theſe longing eyes for ever. 


I. J. Gray. 'Tis true, by thoſe dark paths our jour- 
ney leads, 
E 2 And 
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And thro' the vale of death we paſs to life. 
But what is there in death to blaſt our hopes? 


Behold the univerſal works of nature, 


Where life ſtill ſprings from death. To us the ſun 
Dies ev'ry night, and ev'ry morn. revives.: 
The flow'rs, which. winter's icy hand deſtroy'd, 


Lift their fair heads, and live again in ſpring. 


Mark, with what hopes, upon the furrow'd plain, 
The careful ploughman caſts the pregnant grain; 
There hid, as in a grave, awhile it lies, 
Till the revolving ſeaſon bids it riſe; 
Till nature's genial pow'rs command a birth; 
And potent, call it from the teeming earth: 
Then large increaſe the bury'd treaſures yield, 
And with. full harveſt crown the plenteous field, 
na Ferrell with Guardse. 


ACT v. $CENE E 
8 CEN E continues. 

Enter CAA DIN ER, as Lord Chancellor, and the Lieu» 
TENANT of the Tower. Servant, with lights be- 
fore ein. —— | 5 | \ 

” A 


00D morning to your Lordſhip! you riſe 9A 
J Gar. Nay, by. the rood, there are too many: yp 
ers; 0 


Some muſt ſtir early, or the ſtate ſhall ſaffer. 


Did you, as yeſterday our mandate bade, 
Inform your pris'ners, Lady Jane and Guillo)d,.: 
They were to die this day? 
Lieut, My Lord, I did. | 
Gar. 'Tis well. But ſay, how did your meſſage like 
m7: 
Lieut, My Lord, they met the ſummons with a tem- 
per 
That ſhew'd a ſolemn,, ferionn ſenſe of death, 
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Mix'd with a noble ſcorn of all its terrors. 
In ſhort, they heard me with the ſelf- ſame patience 
With which they ſtill have borne them in their priſon, 
In one requeſt they both concurr'd: each begg d 
To die before the other. 
Gar. That diſpofe 
As you thiok fitting. 
Lieut. The Lord Guilford only 
Implor'd another boon, and urg'd it warmly: 
That ere he ſuffer'd, he might lee his wife, 
And take a laft farewell. 
Gar. That's not much; 
That grace may be allowed him: ſee you to it. 
How goes the morning? 
Lieut. Not yet four, my Lord. | 
Gar. By ten they meet their fate, Yet one thing 
more. * 


Lou know twas order'd that the Lady Jane 
Shou'd ſuffer here within the Tow'r, Take care 


No crouds may be let in, no maudlin gazers, 
To wet their handkerchiefs, and make report 
How like a ſaint ſhe ended. Some fit number, 


And thoſe too of our friends, were moſt convenient: 


But, above all, ſee that good guard be kept : 
You know the queen is lodg'd at preſent here, 
Take care that no diſturbance reach her highneſs. 
And ſo good morning, good Maſter Lieutenant, 
[Exit Lieut. 


How now! What light comes here? 


Ser. So pleaſe your Lordſhip, 


If l miſtake not, 'tis the Earl of Pembroke. 


Gar. Pembroke ! 
thus early? 
Somewhat he ſcems to 5405 of high import; 
Some flame uncommon kindles up his ſoul, 
And flaſhes forth impetuous at his eyes, 


- Tis he; what calls him forth 


Enter PemBROKE ; à Page with a Linbt before him. 


Good morrow, noble Pembroke ! What importunate 


And ſtrong neceſſity breaks on your flumbers, - 


I And 
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And rears your youthful head from off your pillow 
At this unwholeſome hour; while. yet the night 
Laſts in her latter courſe, and with her raw 
And rheumy. damps infeſt the duſky Air? 

Pem. Oh, rev'rend Wincheſter ! my beating heart 
Exults and labours with the joy it bears. 
The news I bring ſhall bleſs the breaking morn, 
This coming day the ſun ſhall riſe more glorious, 
Than when. his maiden beams firſt gilded o'er. 

The rich immortal greens, the flow'ry plains, 

And fragrant bow'rs of paradiſe new-born.. 

Gar. What happineſs is this ? 
. Pem. I meren mercy,: .. 
The mark of Heav'n impreſs'd on human kind ;. 
Mercy, that glads the world, deals joy around ; 
Mercy, that ſmooths the dreadful. brow. of power; 
And makes dominion light ; mercy, that ſaves, 
Binds up the broken heart, and heals deſpair. 
Mary, our royal, ever-gracious-miſtreſs,. 
Has, to my ſervices and humbleſt prayers, 
Granted the lives of Guilford and his wife; 
Full and free pardon! 

Gar. Ha! What ſaid you.? Pardon) 
But ſure you cannot mean it, cou'd. not urge. 
The queen to ſuch a raſh and ilb tim'd grace? 
What! fave the lives of thoſe who wore her crown! 
My Lord, 'tis moſt unweigh'd, pernicious counſel, 
And muſt not be comply'd with. 

Pem. Not comply'd with! 
And who ſhall dare to bar her facred pleaſure, 
And ſtop the ſtream of mercy ? 

Car. That will I: | 
Who wo' not ſee her gracious diſpoſition: 
Drawn to deſtroy berlelf. 18 

Pem. Thy narrow ſoul. | 
Knows not the godlike glory of forgiving 2. 
Nor can thy cold, thy ruthleſs heart conceive, 
How large the power, how fix'd the empire is, 
V, hich benefits confer on generous minds: 
Soodnelſs 9 upon the ſtabborn focs, 


DR" — - = — 1 
—— — L 2 — N 1 4 _ —_ : n att ans a. _ 
=_ —_— — « a > 1 = my 2 E 
Fj D . = — ern - — : — 6 
=. „ 0 by * — = 2 — — : = — 
— s A — l wh — n - == 
2 2 — > Ly - © — 2 
"wi * > — = — = = a 
- — E. , = — 92 * = A by — = 5 
* 9 5 
— —— * 
* — — — — — — * — 


rr 5 
by = ” * — +. 
# \ = 
_ _— — ũ ͤ— 22 
—— - — 
˙¹¹A 


A 1 : 
4 ' 
2 Li 
$4. 
* "268 
D 2 
42 4 1 . 
1 
4 . 
; 


And: 


Act. V. LADY JANE GRAY. T5 


And conquers more than even Cæſar's ſword did. 
Gaz. Theſe are romantic, light, vain-glorious dreams. 
Have you conſider'd well upon the danger? 
How dear to the fond many, and how popular 
Theſe ate whom you would ſpare? Have you forgot, 
When at the bar, before the ſeat of judgment, 
This Lady Jane, this beauteous trait'reſs ſtood, 
With what command ſhe charm'd the whole aſlembly 2 ) 
With ſilent grief the mournful audience fat, 
Fix'd on her face, and, liſt'ning to her pleading, 
Her very judges wrung their hands for pity ; 
Their old hearts rhelted in 'em as ſhe ſpoke, 
And tears ran down upon their ſilver beards, 
Ev'n I myſelf was mov'd, and for a moment. 
Felt wrath ſuſpended. in my doubtful. breaſt, 
And queſtion'd if the voice I heard was mortal. 
But when her tale was done, what loud applauſe,, 
Like burſts of thunder, ſhook the ſpacious hall ! 
At laſt, when ſore conſtrain'd, th' unwilling Lords 
Pronounc'd the fatal ſentence on her life; 
A peal of groans ran thto' the croud-d court, 
As every heart was broken; and the doom, 
Like that which waits the world,. were univerſal, 
PDPem. And can that ſacred form) that angel's voice, 
Which moy'd the hearts of a rude ruthleſs crowd, 
Nay, mov'd ev'n thine, now ſue in vain for pity? 
Car. Alas l. you look on her with lover's eyes: 
1 hear and ſee through reaſonable organs, 
Where paſſivn has no part. Come, come, my Lord, 
Jou have too little of the ſtateſman in you. 
Pem. And. you, my Lord, too little of the churche 
man. 
Ts not the ſacred purpoſe of our faith 
Peace and good-wall to man? The hallow'd hand, 
Ordain'd to bleſs, ſhould know. no ſtain of blood. 
Tis true, I am not practis'd in your politics; : 
*Twas your pernicious counſel led the queen © 
To break her promiſe with the men of Suffolk, 
To violate, what, in a prince ſhoulc be 
Sacred above the eſt, her royal word, 


Cur. 
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Gar. Yes, and I dare avow it : I advis'd her 
To break thro' all engagements made with heretics, 
And keep no faith with ſuch a miſcreant crew. 
Pem, Where ſhall we ſeek for truth, when ev'n yy 
gion, 
The prieſtly robe, and mitred head, diſclaim i it? 
But thus bad men diſhonour the beſt cauſe, 
I tell thee, Wincheſter, doctrines like thine 
Have ſtain'd our holy church with greater infamy 
Than all your eloquence can wipe away. 
Hence 'tis, that thoſe who differ from our faith, 
Brand us with breach of oaths, with perſecution, 
With tyranny o'er conſcience, ' and proclaim 
Our ſcarlet prelates men that thirſt for blood, ' 
And Chriſtian Rome more cruel than the Pagan. 
Gar. Nay, if you rail, farewell. The queen muſt be 
Better advis'd, than thus to cheriſh vipers, 
' Whoſe mortal ſtings are arm'd againſt her life. 
But while I hold the ſeal, no pardon paſſes - 
For heretics and traitors. [Exit Gardiner, 
Pem, Twas unlucky 
To meet and croſs upon this froward prieſt : 
But let me lofe the thought on't, let me haſte, 
Pour my glad tidings forth in 'Guilford's boſom, 
And pay him back the life his friendſhip e [Exis. 


The Scene 1 and Hiſeovers the Lady Janes kneel- 
ing, as at her devotion; a light, pr, a book placed | 


on a lable before her. 


Dine L1EUTENANT of the Towrs, Lord GuitrorD, 
and e Lag Janz's Women, 


- Lieut. Let me not preſs upon your Lordſhip farther, 

But wait your leiſure in the antichamber. 
Cuil. I will not hold you long. [Exit Lieutenant. 
Vom. Softly, my Lord! 

For yet, behold, ſhe kneels. Before the night 

Had reach'd her middle ſpace, ſhe left her bed, 


And with a pleafing ſober cheerſulneſs, _ 
| 8 BO 
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As for her funeral, .array'd herſelf 

In thoſe fad ſolemn weeds, Since then, her knee 
Has known that poſture only, and her eye 

Or fix'd upon the ſacred page before her, 

Or lifted with her rifing hopes to heaven. 

Cuil. See! 'with what zeal thoſe holy hands are rear'd ; 
Mark her vermilion lip, with fervour trembling ! 
Her ſpotleſs boſom ſwells with ſacred ardour, 

And burns with exſtaſy and ſtrong devotion ; 

Her ſupplication ſweet, her faithful vows 

. Fragrant and pure, and grateful to high heaven, 
Like incenſe from the golden cenſer riſe: 

Or bleſſed angels miniſter unſeen, | 
Catch the ſoft ſounds, and, with alternate office, 
Spread their ambroſial wings, then mount with joy, 
And waft them. upwards to the throne of grace. 
But ſhe has. ended, and comes forward. 


"_— Jaxz es, and comes toward the Front of the 
| Sage. 


L. 7. Gray. Hat !' 
Art thou my "Guilford ? > Wherefore doſt RR come 
To break the ſettled quiet of my ſoul ? 
I meant to part without another pang, 


And lay my weaty head down full of peace. 


Guil. Forgive the fondneſs of my longing ſoul, 
That melts with tenderneſs, and: leans towards thee : 2 
Tho' the imperious dreadful voice of fate 
Summon hex hence, and warn her from the world. | 
But if to ſee thy Guilford give thee pain, 
Wou'd I had dy'd, and neyer more beheld thee :. 


Tho' my-lamenting diſcontented ghoſt 1 
Had wander'd forth unbleſs'd by thoſe dear eyes, 
And wail'd thy lofs in death's eternal ſnades. 
L. J. Gray. My heart had ended ev'ry earthly 
care, 5 


Had offer'd up its prayers for thee 4 England, 

And fix'd its hopes upon a rock unfailing; L 

White all the little buſineſs that remain d,. I 
ad Wat 


-. 
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Was but to paſs the forms of death and conſtancy, 
And leave a life become indifferent to me. 

But thou haſt waken'd other thoughts within me : 
Thy fight, my deareſt huſband and my lord, 
Strikes on the tender ſtrings of love and nature: 
My vanquiſh'd paſſions rife again, and tell me, 
Tis more, far more than death, to part from thee. 


Enter bien btt 


Pem, Ob, let me fy! Bear me, thou ſwift impa- 
tience, 
And 1 me in my faithful Guilford's arms; 
Embracing. 

That I may ſnatch thee from the oreedy grave, 
That I may warm his gentle heart with joy, 
And talk to him of life, of life and pardon. 

Guil, What means my deareſt Pembroke ? 

Pem. Oh! my ſpeech 

Is chok'd with war that crowd to tell my tidings : 
But [ have ſav'd thee, and—oh, joy unutterable ! 
The queen, my gracious, my forgiving miſtreſs, 
Has given not only thee io my requeſt, 
But ſhe, ſhe too, in whom alone thou liv'ſt, 
The partner of thy heart, thy love is ſafe. 


Cuil. Millions of bleſiogs wait her | ——Has ſhes | 


tell me? 
Oh ! has ſhe ſpar'd my wife? 
Pem. Both, both are pardon'd, 
But haſte, and do thou lead me to thy ſaint, 
That I may caſt myſelf beneath her feet, 
And beg her to accept this poor amends 
For all I've done againſt her. Thou fair excellence, 


Canſt thay forgive the hoſtile band that arm'd 
Againſt thy cauſe, and robb'd thee of a crown? 


I. J. Gray. Oh, riſe, my Lord, and let me take 


your poſture, 0 

Life and the world were hardly worth my care, 
But you have reconcil'd me to em both; 25 
. _ 


F 
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Then let me pay my gratitude, and for 
This free, this noble, unexpected mercy, 

Thus low I bow to heav'n, the queen, and you. 
Pem. To me! Forbid it, goodneſs ! if I live, 
Somewhat I will do ſhall deſerve your thanks. 

All diſcord and remembrance of offence | 
Shall be clean blotted out; and for your freedom, 
Myſelf have underta'en to be your caution. 

Hear me, you ſaints, and aid my pious purpoſe; 
Theſe that deſerve ſo much, this wond'rous pair, 
Let theſe be happy; ev'ry joy attend 'em; 
A fruitful bed, a chain of love unbroken, 

A good old age, to fee their children's children, 
A holy death, and everlaſting memory : 

While I refign to them my ſhare of happineſs : 
Contented ſtill to wait what they enjoy, 

And ſingly to be wretched, 


Enter Lieutenant of the Towts, 


5 Lieut. The Lord Chancellor 
Is come with orders from the Queen, 


Enter GAR DIR ER, and Attendants. 


Pem. Ha! Wincheſter ! 

Gar. The queen, whoſe days be many, 
By me confirms her firſt accorded grace: 
But as the pious princeſs means her mercy 
Shou'd reach e'en to the ſoul as well as body, 
By me ſhe ſignifies her royal pleaſure, e 
That thou, Lord Guilford, and the Lady Jane, 
Do inſtantly renounce, abjure your hereſy, 
And yield obedience to the See of Rome. 

L. J. Cray. What! turn apoſtate! 

Guil. Ha! Forego my faith! e 
Gar. This one condition only ſeals your pardon. 
But if, thro? pride of heart and ſtubborn obſtinacy, 
With wilful hands you puſh the bleſſing from you, 
Aud ſhut your eyes againſt ſuch. manifeſt light; K 
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Know ye, your former ſentence ſtands confirm M$: 
And you mult die to-day.” | 1 
Pem. Lis falſe as bell. | 
The mercy of the queen was 1 and fall. 
Ihink'ſt thou that princes merchandize their grace, 
As Roman prieſts their pardons? Do they barter, 
Screw up, like you, the buyer to a price, 
And doubly ſell what was deſign'd a gift? | 
Gar, . Lord, this language ill beſeems Four noble- 
nels. 
Nor come I here to candy words with be | 
Behold the royal ſignet of the queen, | | 
Which amply ſpeaks her meaning. You; mne pris'ners, 
Have heard at large its purport, and muſt inſtantly 
Reſolve upon the choice of life or death. 
Pe am. Curſe on But wherefore do I loiter here ? 
1˙IIN to the queen this moment, and there know _ 
What tis the miſchief-making piieſt intends, —[ Exit, 
Gar, Your. wiſdom points you out a proper courſe. 
A word with you, Lieutenant. 
DLT. with Lieut. aſide. 
Guil. Muſt we part then ? 
Where are thoſe hopes that flatter'd us but now:; 
Thoſe joys, that like the ſpring with all its flow'rs, 
Pour'd cut their pleaſures every where around us? 
In one poor minute gone, at once they wither'd, 
And left their place all deſolate behind 'em. 
L. 7. Cray. Such is this foohſh world, and ſuch the 
certainty 
Of all the boaſted bleſſings it beſtows: 
Then, Guilford, let us have no more to do with it; 
_ Think only how to leave it as we ought. 2 
But truſt no more, and be deceiv'd no more. 
Cuil. Yes, I will copy thy divine example, 
And tread the paths are pointed out by thee: 
By thee inſtructed, to the fatal block | 
I bend my head with joy, and think it happineſs 
To give my life a ranſom for my faith. 
From thee, thou angel of my heart, I learn 
That greatelt e taſle, to part with thee, 


1 * Gray. 
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L. J. Gray. Oh, gloriouſly refoly'd! Heay'a is my 


witneſs, 
My heart rejoices in thee more ev'n now, 
Thus conſtant as thou art in death, thus faithful, 
Than when the holy prieſt firſt join'd our hands, 
And kait the ſacred knot of bridal love, 
Gar. The day wears faſt; Lord Guilford, have you 
- haunt? © - 
Will you Jay hold on life ? 
Guil What are the terms? 
Gar. Death, or the maſs, attend you. 
e Jevermin* d: 
Lead to the ſcaffold, 
Car. Bear him to his fate. 
Guil. Oh, let me fold thee once more in my arms, 
Thou deareſt treaſure of my heart, and print 
A dying huſband's kiſs upon thy lip! 
Shall we not live again, ev'n in theſe forms? 
Shall I not gaze upon thee with theſe eyes? 
L. J. Gray. Oh! wherefore doſt thou ſooth r me with 
thy ſoftneſs? 8 N 
Why dot thou wind thyſelf about my heart, 
And make this ſeparation painful to us? 
Here break we off at once ; and let us now, 
Forgetting ceremony, like two friends : 
That have a little buſineſs to be done, 
Take a ſhort leave, and haſte to meet again. 
Cuil. Reſt on that hope, my ſoul— my wife 
L. J. Gray. No more. 
Cuil. My ſight hangs on thee——Oh ! ! ſupport me 
| __ heav'n, 
In this laſt pang and let us meet in bil. 
[Guilford 7s led off by the Guards: 
9 7. Gray- Can nature bear this ſtroke ? 


Hom. Alas ! ſhe faints [Supportinge 
L. J. Gray. Wo't thou fail now be killing 
ſtroke is paſt, 


And all the bitterneſs of death is over. _ 
Gar. Here let the dreadful hand of vengeance ſtay: 
Have pity on your youth * blooming beauty; 9 
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Caſt not away the good which heav'n beſtows ; 
Time may have many Ages in ſtore for you, 
All crown'd with fair erity : Your huſband 
Has periſn'd in n e | 
L. J. Gray. Ceaſe, thou raven: 
Nor violate, with thy profaner malice, 8 
My bleeding Guilford's ghot——'Tis gone, tis s flown : 
But lingers on the wing, and waits for me, 


The Scene Sie; and Nee a Scaffold bung with 
Black, Evxecutioner and Cuards, | 


4 foe; my journey's end, Fn 
1 om. My deareſt lady, (Weeping. 
2 Wom. Oh, miſery ! 
I. J. Gray. Forbear my gentle maids, 
Nor wound my peace with fruitleſs Jamentations ; 
The good and gracious hand of providence 
Shall raiſe you better friends than I have been. 
Ion. Oh, never! never! 
| L. F. Gray. Help to diſarray, 2 
And fit me for the block : do this laſt ſervice, 
And do it cheerfully. Now you will ſee 
Your poor unhappy miſtreſs ſleep in peace, 
And ceaſe from all her ſorrows. Theſe few trifles, 
The pledges of a dying miſtreſs' love, 
Receive and ſhare among you. Thou Maria, 
[To em. 
Haſt been my old, my very faithful ſervant 2 
In dear remembrance of thy love, I leave thee 
This book, the Jaw of everlaſting truth : © 
Make it thy treaſure ſtill; *twas my ſupport | 3 
When all help elſe forſook me. | 
Car. Will you yet | 
Bez, be wiſe, and ſave your precious life? $i, 
L. F. Gray. Oh, Wincheſter ! 208; leasing taught 
tthee that, 
To barter truth for life? . 
Gar. Miſtaken folly ! 13341 
You toil and travel for your own perdition, Gs 4 
r 
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And die for damned errors. 
L. J. Gray. Who judge rightly, 
And who perſiſt in error, will be known, 
„Then, when we meet again. Once more, Farewell, 
„ | [To her em. 
Goodneſs be ever with you. When I'm dead, 
Intreat they do no rude diſhoneſt wrong 
To my cold headleſs corple ! but ſee it row ded, 
And decent laid in earth. 
Car. Wo't thou then die? 
* blood be on thy head. 
L. J. Gray, My blood be where it falls, let the earth 
hide it, 
And may it never riſe or call for vengeance: 
Oh, that it were the laſt ſhall fall a victim 
To zeal's inhuman wrath ! Thou pracious heaven, 
Hear, and defend at length thy ſuffering people; 
Raiſe up a monarch of the royal blood, 
Brave, pious, equitable, wiſe and good: 
In thy due ſeaſon let the hero come, 
To fave thy altars from the rage of Rom d 
Long let him reign to bleſs the reſcu'd lan, , 
And deal out juſtice with a righteous hand 
And when he fails, Oh! may he leave a ſon, 
With equal virtues to adorn his throne ; 
To lateſt times the bleſling to convey, 
And guard that faith for which I die to-day, _ 
Lady Jane goes up to the Scaffold : The Scene clofes, 


Enter PaniBrokt. 


Peu. Horror on horror! Blaſted be the hand 
That ſtruck my Guilford ! Oh! his bleeding trunk 
Shall live in theſe diſtracted eyes for ever. 

_ Curſe on thy fatal arts, thy cruel counſels ! [T7 Gard, 
The queen is deaf, and pitileſs as thou art. FF 
Gar. The juſt reward of hereſy and treaſon 
Is fallen upon 'em both, for their vain obſtinacy; 
Untimely death, with infamy on earth, 

And everlaſting puniſhment hereafter. 


F 2 


Pei. 
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| Pem. And can'ſt thou tell? Who gave thee to explore 
The ſecret purpoſes of heaven, or taught thee 

F To ſet a bound to mercy unconfin'd? 

But know, thou proud perverſely-judging Wincheſter, 
Howe er your hard imperious cenſures doom, 

3 And portion out our lot in world's to come; 

Thoſe, who with honeſt hearts purſue the right, 
And follow faithfully truth's ſacred light, 


F Tho” ſuffering here, ſhall from their ſorrows ceaſe, 
_ | Reſt with the ſaints, and dwell in endleſs peace, 
1 | — amness 
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Spoken by Mrs PoxrRR. 


THE palms of virtue heroes oft have worn ; 
Thoſe wreaths to-night, a female brow adorn. 
The deſtin'd ſaint, unfortunately brave, 
Sunk with thoſe altars which ſhe trove to ſave. 
Greatly ſhe dar'd to prop the jufler fide, - 
A, greatly with her adverſe ſate comply d, 8 5 
Did all that Head n could aſh, reſign d and dy d: 
W Dyd for the land for which ſhe wiſh'd to live, 
And gain d that liberty ſhe could not give. 
| Ob, happy people ! of this fav rite iſle, | 
On whom ſo many better angels ſmile ; | 
For you, kind Heav'n new bleſſings ſtill ſupplies, 
Bras other ſaints, and other guardians riſe: 
For you, the faireſt of her ſex is come, 
Adopts our Britain, and forgets her home, 
For truth and you, the heroine declines 
 Auſiria's proud eagles, and the Indian miner. no 
What ſenſe of ſuch à bounty can be ſhown! 7 
But Heav'n muſt make the vaſt reward its own, : 
1 And ſtars ſhall join to make her future crown. 
Your gratitude, with eaſe may be expreſi'd; 
3 Strive but to be, what ſhe would make you, bleſid, 
Let not vile faction vex the vulgar ear 
With fond ſurmiſe, and falſe ofetted fear ; 
Confirm but to yourſelves the given good; 
?Tis all ſhe asks, for all ſhe has beſtow'd. 
| Such was our great example ſhown to- day, 
3 And with ſuch thanks our author's pains repay. 
from theſe ſcenes, to guard your faith you learn, 
ff for our laws you ſhew a juſt concern; f 
pon are taught to dread a Popiſh reign, 
Our beauteous patriot has not dy'd in vain. 


7 


DONE rnd ary ew * v4 ax 


| 4 


3j 


TS 
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Sent by an unknown hand. 


HEN waking terrors rouſe the guilty breaſt, 


And fatal viſions break the murd'rer's reſt 
When vengeance does, ambition's fate decree, 
And tyrants bleed, to ſet whole nations free ; 
Tho the muſe ſaddens each diſtreſſed ſcene, 


Unmov'd is ev'ry breaſt, and ev'ry face ſerene: 


The mournful lines no tender heart ſubdue ; 


Compaſſion is to ſuf ring goodneſs due. 
he poet your attention begs once more, 
T' atone for characters here drawn bofore : 


No royal miſtreſs fighs through ev'ry page. 
And breathes her dying ſorrows on the ſtage: 


No lovely fair, by ſoft perſuaſion won, 


Lays down the load of life, when honour's gone. 
| Nebly to bear the changes of our ſlate, ' 


To fland unmov'd againſt the ſtorms of fate, 


A brave contempt of life, and grandeur loſt ; 
Such glorious toils a female name can boaſt, 
Our author draws not beauty's heavenly ſmile, 
7 invite our wiſhes, and our hearts beguile: 
No ſoft enchantments languiſh in her eye, © 


| No blofſums fade, nor fick'ning roſes die. 


A nobler paſſion ev'ry breaſt muſt move, 
Than youthful raptures, or the joys of love, 
A mind unchagg'd, ſuperior to a crown, 


 Bravely defics the angry tytrant's frown + 


The ſame, if fortune finks, or mounts on high, 
75 if the world's extended ruins lie: 
ith gen rous ſcorn ſhe lays the ſceptre daun; 


Great ſouls ſhine brighteſt by misfortunes ſhawn: 


With 


7 — 


Enn 
With patient Lanker ſhe ſuſtains the blow, 


And triumphs o'er variety of woe. 
Through ev'ry ſcene the ſad diſtreſs is new : 
How Sell feign'd life does repreſent the true ! 
Unhappy age] who views the bloody ſtain, 
But muſt with tears record Maria's reign ! 
When zeal by doctrine fatter d lawleſs will, 
Inſtructed by religion's voice to Rill. 
= < Britiſh fair ! lament in ſilent woe! 

Let ev'ry eye with tender pity flow ; 
| The lovely form through falling drops will ſeem 


33 flow'ry ſhadows of the ſilver ſtream. 
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Thus beauty, Heaven's faveet ornament, ſhall prove 


Enrich'd by virtue, and ador'd by love. 

Forget your charms, fond woman's dear ORs 

The fops will languiſh here another night. 

No conqueſt from diſembling ſmiles abe fear; 
She only kills who wounds us with a tear, 
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